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Dammit, Hetfield 
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| groaned satisfactorily and pushed my hair out of my face. Really needed to get some more elastics. Or a 


haircut. 
On second thoughts, hell no. | love my hair. 


| pushed my glasses up my nose and stood up, gently placing my bass into its rack. I'd nailed that part. This 
was going to be the album that fully cemented me into this loony club, I'd decided, long before we started the 


recording. | even had a co-writing credit. That was a huge achievement for me, considering James was so 
fucking protective of his music and he'd never even let me, still an outsider, in to the room where he wrote, 


let alone have any part in the creative process, before this. 
Maybe he was coming to his senses. 


Or maybe he was falling deeper into insanity. After all, who in their right mind would let their bassist have any 


kind of important role in the making of an album? Hell no. 
And he must've been totally out of his mind to do what he did next. 


He was still drinking and fucking everything that was drinkable or fuckable, but we were used to that. Kirk and 
Lars had each other, and | had music and my right hand to console me in the wee hours of those lonely nights 
when nobody wanted my company. | kind of wished | could start a relationship with somebody, because of 


course James wouldn't allow me to go any further than the garage stage with my own music. | lived totally 


and completely under his thumb, but | didn't think he'd go this far. 


| stretched my arms above my head and scratched my balls. The time was somewhere between two and three 
AM and I'd been at it all night. The others were probably watching some porno somewhere. Bob was in the 
studio with me, but he may as well have been with the others because he had his head tilted back and was 
snoring gently. He was a good guy and | liked him a lot. He was actually nice to me, unlike a certain singer, but 
it was obligatory to prank him. | took great care to rearrange the letters on the back of his chair. There were 
some extra letters around here somewhere.. ah, there we go. | love Bob Rock had to go. That was probably 


Lars playing some gay trick on Kirk | love Bob's Rack.. Perfect. 


| hummed in satisfaction as | went upstairs to find the guys. A small smile broke out on my face as | beheld 
Lars and Kirk on the couch, cuddled up and watching some shitty horror movie in their own little world. Their 
legs were entangled and every now and then they'd exchange a couple of whispered words or perhaps a sweet 
kiss. It was during times like these that a lonely ache developed in my chest. | walked past them and flopped 
down on the other couch, but then | heard the door open downstairs. James must be back, and from the 


sounds of things, he wasn't alone. Good to know three quarters of the band would be getting laid that night. 


My stomach gurgled and | suddenly realised how hungry | was. Damn, what did | do with that sushi | had 
earlier? | hoped Hetfield hadn't eaten it as | lifted my ass out of the chair and wandered downstairs in pursuit 
of my treat. Ah, there it was, on the bench, just where | left it. Teriyaki chicken | love that shit. | popped open 
the box and devoured a piece in one go, before a sound in the other room with the pool table got my attention. 
It sounded an awful lot like one of James’ low groans. | knew he'd kill me if | got caught, but | had to see who'd 


got him so excited. 


| poked my head around the corner and saw them. James was bent over the pool table and the other person 
was lying on their back, their skinny-jean clad legs around his waist. No chick had legs like that, so | presumed 
it was a guy. Yeah, definitely a guy. There were two sets of well-muscled arms tangled in there somewhere, 


and those moans sure as hell didn't belong to a girl. Waves of honey hair spilled out across the felt surface of 


the table, mingling with James’ lighter locks. That hair looked vaguely familiar, but it might have just been my 
imagination. Or the fact that every hair metal singer under the sun had a similar do. Must've been some guy 
from one of the clubs around here. He was pretty hot, from what | could see of him. Oh well, good for James. 


| was about to leave when- 
‘David,’ came a growl from James. ‘Come upstairs: 


Hold on a second.. David? Oh shit, they were going upstairs. | was going to get caught. | scooted back into the 
kitchen and munched on more sushi and waited for James and whoever this David was to emerge. 


And then it hit me. James muscled his way through the doorway, one hand fisted in the hair of none other 
than David Ellefson. Little Junior. Mustaine's toy. He was dragging him upstairs by that blonde mane and as he 


did so, anger welled up inside of me because of several reasons; 


How the fuck did James find Junior? 

How the fuck did he get a hold of him? 

Why Junior? 

| thought we weren't even allowed to think about the guys in Megadeth, let alone interact with them. You 
fucking hypocrite. 

Surely the guy doesn't like being dragged around by his hair. 

What the fuck is Mustaine going to do when he finds out? 


Oh god, | thought. We're screwed. 
| looked closer at Junior as he was dragged past and saw the pink, flushed, slightly smiling lips, the tousled hair, 
the hard-on through his jeans, the dazed and unfocused eyes. Ah well, | thought. His loss. James would ruin 


him. 


Fuck, he'd ruin us all. 


This Might Get Ugly 


Author's Notes: 
Here you go! Thank you so much for your amazing reviews, my lovelies. | hope you like it. 


The sounds of sex now echoed through the building. Kirk and Lars must have finished their movie and God 
knows what James was doing to poor little Junior. He always seemed so docile, innocent, placid and affable. 
Eager and easy to please. Not to mention the fact that he was a pretty thing, too. Pink lips and that enormous 
smile that went everywhere with him. 


Fuck. | was lonely that night. [ts not often that | find myself relying on things other than music for 
satisfaction, but no thundering bassline, no pounding drums, no screaming guitars or howling vocals could give 
me what | needed. As | sat there, miserable, | laughed to myself at how such a great evening could turn be 
turned to shit so quickly just by one emotion. And how quickly | could get hard by even being in the presence 


of people who were fucking. 


Damn, | needed to get out. | grabbed my keys and briefly wondered precisely how much shit would hit the fan 
when Mustaine got hold of James after this little episode. He was a little shorter than Hetfield, as | understood 
it, but | was pretty sure he could kick James’ ass. Right now though, the fucker was probably strung out 
somewhere, floating in a little world of his own and bouncing from cloud to cloud of heroin, before he came 


crashing back down again and had to hunt for his next hit. 
Oh, how wrong | was. 


| pulled my hoodie tighter around myself and headed out, just as a scream of ‘Kirk! Oh god, Kirk! reverberated 
down the stairs. | chuckled. Lars was a noisy one alright. | pushed open the front door of the studio building 
and walked out, the cool air hitting me smack in the face and making me shiver. The sidewalk went left and 
right, and in front of me was the road. | didn't know where | was going. | didn't feel like going home, because my 
house was a shit hole. | didn't particularly feel like getting hammered and | certainly wasn't after drugs, so | 
just ended up meandering down the footpath, looking at my feet and kicking a cork as | went. Poor lonely Jason, 
walking around all by himself when the entire country had somebody to love. Or at least fuck. 


Or maybe not. 


The breath was knocked completely out of my chest and | staggered to the side, wincing as my ribs throbbed 
and somebody rushed past me. A hurried ‘Fuck, sorry! was yelled in my direction as the offender continued 
running, almost like he was being chased by the cops or something. | turned around and beheld a tall figure 
sprinting down the path away from me, but obviously looking for a specific building, as he frequently halted to 
observe the structures he ran past. Long, wild hair tumbled down his back and well-muscled arms pumped as 


he ran. No wonder I'd had my breath knocked out. 


A muffled yell of ‘Fuck, where is it? reached my ears and the man kicked at the wall in anger. In the 
monochrome of the night, | could just make out that his hair had a tinge of red. Interesting. 


Piqued by curiosity as to what he might be looking for at this hour of the night, | approached him. | knew it 


might not have been the cleverest thing I've ever done, but frankly | didn't care. 

‘Hey man, you looking for something? | called out to him as | approached. He had stooped underneath a 
streetlight, and it was then that | realised. His hair now glowed a bright orange, and he whipped around and | 
found myself staring straight into the face of Dave Mustaine. 

Well, shit. 

Newsted? he growled. There was a hint of uncertainty in his voice as it emanated from under his dense hair. 
‘Oh, uh, hey, | stuttered, frozen. This man was dangerous. This man was angry. This man was a fuck-up. This 
man was a junkie. Or so I'd heard from James. And he was probably out for blood, given what was going on in 


our studio. 


‘Oh, it is you. What the hell are you doing outside at this hour of the night? His voice lost its growling edge as 
he straightened up and approached me. Fuck, he almost sounded sad. 


| shrugged, still a little wary of him. 

‘| dunno really, just had to get out. What are you looking for? 

He stopped when he got a little closer to me and he peered at me through his curtain of hair. A little knot 
formed in my stomach when | heard him sniffle. Man, he really was upset about something. | had a feeling | 
knew what, or rather who, it was. 

‘Where's your studio? he asked me as politely as he could. Damn, Junior must have straightened him out. 
‘Why are you looking for our studio?! | responded, my heart starting to hammer. Shit. If he got inside, all hell 
would break loose. He wouldn't answer me. Instead he just sniffled again and looked up at me. A tear glistened 
on his cheek in the orange streetlight. At once, sympathy rushed through me. Who would have thought? 
Dangerous Dave Mustaine, Megadeth's psycho guitarist and ultra-man, was crying. Must've taken a lot for 
that to happen. 

‘Come on man, why are you looking for the studio?" | tried again. He sighed. 


‘Junior's there, isn't he? 


‘What? 


‘Junior. With James. Gonna fuckin’ kill ‘em both, he mumbled as he leaned against the streetlight and slumped 


over. 


| had three choices. | could either tell the truth and get my ass kicked by James, or | could lie and get my ass 
kicked by Dave. Or | could stay silent and hope for the best. The latter one was the most appealing, so that's 


the one | went with. 


| looked down at Dave, where he was now sitting on the floor, just looking sad. He was either really tired or 
really upset or both, as he was acting cohesively and didn't smell of anything other than sweat. Then | 
remembered something Kirk had told me a while back Wasn't he supposed to be clean now? Maybe l'm just a 
softie, but | didn't feel anything but sympathy towards him right at that moment. | crouched beside him, and 
the fight had gone out of him completely. 


‘Come on man, don't sit there, | said, hesitantly reaching out to his arm. He allowed me to help him to his feet 
and he wiped his nose on his sleeve. Damn, he really was upset. Once we were leaning against the wall, | turned 


to face him. It gave me a kind of thrill, knowing that | was consorting with the enemy. James would never know. 
‘Now, what's the matter? | asked gently. 


‘Junior. Fuckin’ Junior. He stormed out because | swore at him, and he told me that he was going to go see you 
guys and no, | couldn't stop him and no, he didn't give a shit and yes, he was going to try get laid and yes, that 
he hated me. And the he just ran; he said, rambling more to himself than to me. 


Ha | laughed bitterly inside my head. Another one in the lonely boat. Another reject. By this time we were 


walking slowly toward the studio, although he didn't realise that's where we were going. 


‘Tuck, | really screwed him over, Dave spat to the sidewalk. ‘I'm such a dick’ 


And then we heard it. He froze and slowly turned to face me, and my heart sank to my left litle toe. 


A frenzied scream of ‘James!' ripped out of the window of the top floor of the studio building, and it sure as 
hell wasn't Lars or Kirk or Bob. That was Junior, and it didn't sound like he was in pain. 


What happened next completely knocked me for six. Instead of the violent outburst, the flying fists and nasty 
curses, the thrown bottles and the abuse that | expected from Dave, he simply collapsed where he stood. His 
legs lost the will to support him and he crumpled to the ground amidst a wave of tears. Giant sobs racked his 
body and | was completely nonplussed. James lied about him. Dave, unlike him, was capable of having human 
feelings. All those horrible things that | had heard about Dave simply sailed out the window, to be replaced 
with this regretful, sensitive (if not a little brash) being who was now curled up on the concrete, muttering to 


himself through his tears. 


Fuck.. | need him.. keep me clean.. is he gonna forgive me.. does he still hate me.. oh my god.. 


| couldn't just stand there, could 1? So | stooped down and helped him up for the second time that night. | 
wrapped an arm around his waist, and his warmth flooded into me and reminded me of how lonely | was. And 
then | froze as he buried his face in my neck, his tears wetting my skin and making me shiver. Shit, he was so 
out of it. | didn't know what to do with him, and he sure as hell wasn't in a state to help me out. He was drunk 
with sadness, strung out on his own sorrow. So | decided that I'd have to take care of him myself. | led him to 
my car and he quietly got in and leaned his face against the window. Back to my shitty apartment we went, and 
he didn't say a word the whole way. Back at the studio they'd all be going to bed soon, if they hadn't already, 
so hopefully James would never know. He could recover at my place, then go out and find Junior and they 
could sort shit out. Yeah, that would work out, | told myself. But deep down, | knew that could never happen. 


Yoink! 
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| pulled Dave out of the car and led him up to my little apartment. | hadn't been home for a few days, as I'd 
just crashed on the couch in the studio as we worked. | just prayed that | hadn't left any food or something 
out because it would be completely rank by now. He followed placidly behind me, occasionally sniffling and wiping 
his nose on his arm. 

| said a silent prayer of thanks as we went in and no foul smells greeted me. It was actually reasonably clean. 


Dave just flopped tiredly onto the small couch, all the fight drained out of him. 


‘Do you want a coffee or something, Dave? | asked him. He tried to smile as he looked up at me. | had to 


admire him for that; he was really making an effort to be nice. He just nodded. 


‘Black, two sugars,’ he added as an afterthought. | put the kettle on and seated myself at the table, my hands 
running down my thighs. Suddenly his presence made me nervous and a little jumpy, now that we were 
completely alone and those achy feelings of loneliness from earlier were returning. 

The kettle pinged and | made the coffee in mismatched crockery, and brought it down to Dave. He eagerly 
sipped at it and shivered when the warm liquid ran through him, sighing after the first taste. 


‘Just right. Thanks, Jason, he said. 


Jason. He called me by my actual name. Not just Newsted, or Newkid or Newfag or Newfuck or Jizz-On-You- 
Sted or any of those delightful names that James gave me. The names that hurt me so much, although | 
acted tough and didn't let it show. That was really nice, | decided. And if he was going to call me Jason, he 
could stay. | felt respected for once in my life. 

We sat in silence for a while and watched the sun come up. | really should have been getting to bed soon, but | 


didn't know what to do with him. 

‘Do you want to sleep or something? | asked nervously 

He turned and looked at me, his tired hazel eyes boring into my own | shivered involuntarily and averted my 
gaze. If | was thinking like this about Dave Mustaine, there was either something seriously wrong with me or | 
needed sleep. 


That's what James would have said, anyway. 


But | looked at him again, really looked this time, and allowed my own opinion of him to form in my head. 


First of all, he was sad. Sad meant he could show emotions. 

Second, he was sad about his friend and the way they'd fought. He regretted it. Another good sign 

Third, he wasn't being violent. He was docile, like a placid ginger puppy who hasn't been fed. He was a kind, 
unselfish, controlled (ish) human from what I'd seen of him, and | found myself hating James for spreading 
that kind of trash about him. 

And last but definitely not least, he was attractive. His hair, his face, his arms, his smell, those endless legs in 
pretty much spray-on jeans. His big hands with those long fingers, clutching at his coffee mug. His tired eyes 
and his pink mouth nervously sipping his coffee created an image of somebody who was just as lonely as | was. 
‘Sleep would be good, he said. ‘I'll just crash here: 

The first proper sentence he'd spoken | nodded. 

‘You need a blanket or something” 

‘Nah, I'll be fine: 

| turned to leave, but then his voice again stopped me. 

‘Jason? 

There it was, my name again. | turned around, a half-smile on my face. 

‘Yeah mani" 

‘Thank you, he said. ‘For putting up with me even if my own band can't: 

| felt my face flush and | smiled pleasantly at him. 

‘No worries. My lot didn't, uh, didn't exactly want me around tonight. Know how you feel,’ | replied easily, 


remembering the early days when | had just been the bitch of the band, being trodden underfoot by all of 


them. Kirk and Lars had since warmed up to me, but James still had a while to go. 
‘Oh and Jason® 

‘Hm?! 

‘Don't tell Het: 


| let out a short bark of laughter. 


‘Not on your life: 

| staggered into my bedroom and collapsed onto my bed and fell asleep in my clothes. 

About half an hour later, though, | woke up again, busting for a piss. My neck cracked as | heaved myself up 
from the bed, and shuffled to the bathroom. | let out a small groan as | relieved myself, and then another 
when | realised how bad | smelled. Oh well, I'd deal with that later on when | went back to work at around Tpm. 
Right now it was 8am, and | needed sleep. 

However, it would appear that somebody else was having trouble staying asleep as well. A muffled call from 
the couch came to my ears. 

‘Jaaaason?" 

Dammit, Dave. | was lonely and had the potential to get horny at any time, and you were not helping matters. 
‘Yeah man; | said tiredly, wandering into my little living room. 


‘| changed my mind. Where do you keep your blankets?" 


| had to chuckle at this. He looked so .. cute, | guess, all snuggled up on the couch and shivering in his 


sleeveless denim vest. His hair was all messed up and his voice was husky with sleep. 

‘Its okay, Ill get one for you. Stay there: 

| hunted around my apartment for a blanket of any kind, but then | remembered I'd ditched most of mine at 
the studio. The only one | could find was on my bed. | sighed and ripped it off the bed for him. Guess I'd just 
have to be cold 

‘That came off your bed, didn't it? he said, eying me shrewdly as | gave it to him. | just shrugged. 


‘Stokay. I'll be fine: 


‘You're a real nice guy, Jason You're also a really bad liar. It's freezing in here, he drawled. | froze, wondering 


what he was getting at. 

‘tm tough. | have to put up with James’ shit, | said, trying to keep my voice level. He let out a snort of 
laughter and sat up. His hair was all tousled in its ponytail and stuck up everywhere in the dim light, and | 
resisted the urge to reach out and smooth it down for him. 


‘You're lonely, Too: 


That Totally threw me out. 


‘What? Why? | spluttered, almost losing my balance against the wall. How on earth did he read me that well? | 
could almost feel those chocolatey eyes on me, boring deep inside me and analysing every little thing they 
found, but | thought | had hidden it really well. Obviously not. 

‘| can see it written all over your face,' he said slowly, sounding pleased. 

‘Okay. 

Now | was really confused. What was he getting at here? 


‘Like | said, you're a really rice guy. Nobody else would have done this for me: 


Suddenly he was on his feet and making his way towards me, dragging my blanket on the ground like a litte kid 
A little kid who's six foot tall with a full on waterfall of orange hair and who can shred like the devil. 


‘Where are you going with this, Dave? | asked him, suddenly finding my voice. It was filled with dread, however, 
because as he came closer, my body came to life. It must have been forever since I'd last gotten laid, because 
as soon as he came within a metre and a half, | could feel the flood of hormones that was released and | 
shivered violently, but he still came closer. | was now backed up against the wall, and Dave seemed to tower 


over me. | could feel his warm breath on my face. 
‘James can have my bass player if | can have his- 


| didn't have time to reply as a warm mouth crushed against mine. 


\Fraternising\' with the Enemy 
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l'm ashamed to say that | fucking squeaked Dave's mouth covered mine, cutting off my air supply. | suppose | 
should have expected it, but that didn't stop me from making the most fucked-up noise in history. And then | 
just froze, allowing his lips to work against my own. My hands flattened out against the wall while | got my 
bearings figured out and decided what the fuck | should do. 


Dave was kissing me. Dave Mustaine. Me. Kissing. 
It felt nice. His mouth. My mouth. Felt nice. 


When | reached this point of thought, | somehow broke the ice holding me and exhaled gently through my nose, 
and then allowed my eyes to flutter shut and my lips to move against his, all while my brain was still doing a 


thousand miles an hour. 
He was hot. | wanted him. | was lonely. He was lonely too. He wanted me, by the feel of things. 


Go with it, my subconscious said to me. It doesn't matter that he's just using you. He told you he thought you 
were a nice guy. He likes you, even just for not being an asshole. It feels good. You're not lonely any more. Do 


it. 
So | did. 


The kiss was not a forceful one, but by no means was it gentle either. His mouth was hot and wet and his 
breath was warm and skittish across the my cheekbone. Slowly, hands made their way up from my shoulders 
to my face, where | could tell Dave was trying to be gentle with me. He gripped my jaw in his palms, a couple 
of fingers from each hand tangled in my hair. Then, of their own accord, my hands crept around his waist and 
fastened there, holding him to me. Our lips moved with little wet noises that reverberated in the silence of my 
apartment. 

It was a possessive kiss, that's what it was. And | didn't mind, because | felt wanted and the aching loneliness in 
me was relieved. When | felt his tongue lap at my lips, | gladly let him in He groaned into my mouth as his 
tongue slipped inside and we tasted each other, eagerly exploring new territory, and | struggled to remember 
to breathe. 

Slowly but surely, his hands moved up and tangled in my hair. Our kissing grew more urgent and fairly soon, 
we were pressed together head to toe with my back against the wall. He was hard and so was |, and we still 
hadn't spoken a word. There was only one place where this could go. 


His mouth finally strayed from mine and down my neck, licking, sucking and ribbling as he went. Every single 


nerve ending lit up where he passed over it, and | sighed against my will. | ran my fingers up and down his 
back, the rough denim of his shirt catching on the callouses on the my fingertips. He chuckled into my neck, 
and then- 


‘Ow! Shit! 

| let out a rather unmanly yell as he sank his teeth right into the flesh on the side of my neck. Fuck, that 
hurt. He sniggered in a low, evil voice and brought his head back around to face me. What | saw just about 
made me come in my pants. 

Heavy-lidded hazel eyes were clouded with lust. Red, swollen lips shining. A pointed pink tongue darting out to 
the side of an open mouth and licking away the tiniest amount of blood there. My blood. 


‘Mine now,' he said proudly, before dipping his head and licking delicately at the wound he'd created. All | could 
do was smile deliriously. 


Then he rocked his hips into my own and | saw stars. 
‘Nn.ungh, Dave, | managed to gasp out. 


‘Bed. Now,' he growled in my ear, before nipping at the lobe. We disentangled for a second and | led him to my 
bedroom, practically sprinting. | all-too-eagerly collapsed onto my back and tugged him down on top of me. My 
erection was getting almost painful now, and | needed something to be done about it. As our lips collided again, 
| hitched my fingers around the hem of his shirt and tugged it up. We broke apart, only just to tug each 
other's shirts off, but then he slunk down on top of me again, rolling our bodies together. His stomach was 
covered in a light dusting of ginger hair and it tickled a little when he moved against me, grinding hard into my 
hip. My lips were getting slightly sore from his uninterrupted attack and | pulled away, gasping. Dave's hands 
crept lower, fingers tickling over my stomach and | refused to giggle. That would be such a turn off. | almost 
sighed with relief when he finally landed his hands on my hips and sunk his fingers into the fabric of my jeans. 
| heard him pop the button and rip the zipper down, and then the jeans were yanked off my legs and flung 


across the room. | hissed as the cold air met my cock. 
‘Freeballing, Jason?” | could hear the smirk in his voice. 


‘Sod off; | mumbled back, as my own hands went to work on his zipper. Before long, | had his skin-tight jeans 


and his boxers down to his ankles, and he flicked them across the room with his ankles. 
‘Neat trick, | said. | don't even know why. 


‘Thanks,’ Dave sniggered, and the shut me up by thrusting his tongue into my mouth. | groaned from the 
bottom of my chest and pulled him down again, where he pinned my arms above my head. Our cocks brushed, 
once, then twice, and | saw stars. His slick, satiny skin against mine created this friction that was not unlike 


when | jacked it myself, but was somehow just so much better. | needed more and so did he. 


‘Damnit, Dave, just get in me already, | growled. If he was going to call me my first name, then he would get 
his, too. 


‘You're so eloquent, he mumbled sarcastically as he kissed his way down his body, leaving a trail of fire as he 
went. A swift lick was delivered to the head of my cock, and it made me gasp and stutter. 


‘Got lube? he asked me, as he gently parted my legs and began nibbling the tendon which joined my right leg 
to my body. 


Oh shit. 

‘Nah man, | don't have any, | said apologetically. 
‘Baby oil? Vaseline 

‘Bathroom: 

‘Can't wait: 


‘What are you going to use, then?" | asked, but he didn't reply with words. ‘Oh my god, Dave are you going to- 
holyssssshhhhit tt: 


| drew out my last syllable because | wasn't capable of doing anything else. A warm, wet tongue traced over 
my balls and then | felt his mouth press to my entrance and | have to say, it was probably the best thing | 
have ever felt. He slowly began to fuck me with his tongue, and | could feel myself coming undone steadily. My 
hand drifted down to my aching cock and | stroked languidly, trying to hold on until he finally actually fucked 
me. Then he added a finger and went deeper, brushing against my prostate and | jerked my head up violently as 
the pleasure flooded through me. Then another finger, and then .. 


‘Here we go,' he breathed, and crawled up my body to kiss me. | tasted myself on his tongue, and | wasn't 
really sure what to think of it. He positioned himself at my spit-slicked entrance and slowly but forcefully 
pushed in. | drew in a sharp breath at the initial shock of pain and that funny feeling of being breached by 
something, but he'd done a good job with his mouth and he slid in easily. He let out a long, low hiss that went 
straight to my balls. Fuck, he was hot. 

Before long he was in to the hilt. He began a rhythm, bracing his hands on either side of my shoulders. His 
hair hung down and enshrouded our faces, and his breath was hot on my cheek. Sweat dripped off his brow 
and landed on my lip, where | licked it off. His eyes were wild as | bucked down to meet his thrusts, the 
chocolate irises glittering with lust. He bit his lip and | just about lost it. 

Dave rolled his hips languidly into me, and my cock was trapped between our stomachs. My toes curled into 


the bedspread as he finally hit my prostate, and my eyes rolled up into my head. 
‘Yeah, | ehxaled shakily as he continued to surge into me. 


Mm, was all he said. 


And then he pulled out. 

My eyes snapped open and | whined at the loss. He stood over me and kissed me, then straightened up. 
‘Whaaa--?' | moaned grumpily. 

‘| want you to ride me, Jase: 


Oh hell yes. When he said that | pretty much attacked him, forcing him down onto his back. | straddled his 
waist and his hands found my shoulder blades. | rolled my shoulders and flexed my back, and he grinned. Then | 
slowly sank down onto him again, and he groaned and raked his fingernails down my back. | knew he'd left a 
mark, and so did he. Evil bastard. 

The tempo was up to me now, and | wanted faster. So that's what | decided to have. My calf muscles flexed 
and my thighs burned as | began to rise and fall, bracing myself with one hand on his broad, muscular chest. 
The other fell down and closed itself around my cock, stroking in time with my movements. He held my waist 
and bucked up into me as | set the pace faster, and now on every thrust he speared my prostate dead-on 
There was no way I'd be able to last like this. 


Sweat drenched our bodies and his thrusting grew somewhat erratic. He was close, | could tell. But so was l. 


‘Dave, l'm gonna, uh; was all | could get out. He nodded in understanding and bit his lip again. This just added to 
the white-hot heat that had pooled in my groin and stirred it up into one great big simmering fireball, waiting 
to explode. 


‘Say my name when you come, he added breathily. My curls shook and so did my limbs as that drove me over 
the edge. And | didn't just say his name, oh no. | fucking howled it as my seed shot out and coated his sweaty 
chest with a pearly veneer. His satisfied smirk only intensified the most intense orgasm l'd ever had. 

When he got his release, he said my name, too. Growled it in this delicious voice, and his head tilted back. I'd 
never heard anything hotter than that. | felt his heat flood me as | collapsed forward on him, my chin finding 
his shoulder. 

We lay together, a mess of wild hair and spent limbs, just recovering in each other's company for a while. His 
hands gently stroked my back and played with my auburn curls, and | lazily licked and sucked up his neck. If he 


could give me a hickey, why couldn't | give him one? 

‘Thank you; he said after a while. A simple statement which could mean many things. 
‘For what? 

‘Making me feel wanted, you know?! 


His words hit home. We were both outcasts, both just looking for some solace among the shitstorm that 
represented our two bands all tangled up together. Two birds in a hurricane. Hurricane James. 


| smiled and kissed him, seeing the gratefulness in his eyes. 


‘| needed it too. More than you think, | replied. 


What did that make us now? Lovers? Fuck buddies? Or maybe he wouldn't want anything to do with me in the 
future? 


‘Dave. 


And arm snaked around my waist and pulled me off him, and he rolled over so he was on his side, curled 


around me. 


‘Ah, never mind: | sighed, and then | fell asleep in his arms with quiet kisses dusting my shoulder. 


Temporary Replacement 
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| woke up later on, warm, butt naked and comfortable with a long, slender arm draped over my shoulder and 
curled around my chest, and gentle breath in my ear. | groaned and tried not to disturb Dave, flattered that 
he'd actually stayed with me, as | strained my neck to try to look at the clock on my bedside table. Shit. 
8:30pm. 

We'd seriously slept all day? Well, | suppose we finished our delightful activities at around seven am, and we 
were tired after that, so maybe it wasn't that surprising. Metallica's timetable was so messed up: sleep all 
day, work all night. | like the night, but | missed the days lounging around in the sun, and sometimes it still 
made me laugh. 

The Metallica bassist of the Newsted genus: a rare species. Completely nocturnal, it feeds on a diet of Elvis, 
sushi and good company. Its physical characteristics include wildly disobedient auburn curls, bad eyesight and 
too-skinny legs. It can usually be found slugging it out in the studio as the leader of its herd mocks it or 
ignores it. It is usually complacent and docile, but occasionally when it is irritated or lonely, it will be driven to 


do something totally stupidly irrational. 


‘Jason, what are you doing? a sleepy voice rasped in my ear. | caught a whiff of morning (or evening, as it 
happened to be) breath and quickly turned my head away, but then | reasoned that mine was probably just as 
bad and turned to face him again. 


‘Oh and good evening to you too, Dave; | said, yawning. ‘| have to go to the studio. 

His face fell and he removed his arm. 

‘Oh, he said simply, and then he sat up. ‘That reminds me. | should probably find out where Junior's got 
himself to! As he mention Junior's name, his lips curled into a snarl, and | became nervous. Then | to face him 


and noticed my dried come on his chest and smirked. That probably wasn't too comfortable. 


‘I'm gonna take a shower. There's food and shit in in the kitchen, help yourself, | said, running a hand through 


my hair. 
‘Thanks,’ Dave replied, and ugly tint to his voice. | knew what was on his mind. 


My body cried out to me at the sudden lack of contact with Dave's warm skin as | rolled off the bed, and | 
shuddered violently on my way to the bathroom. The lukewarm water of the shower did little to help that, and 
after only about a minute | turned the water off and towelled myself dry. Then | heard a loud ringing from my 


bedroom. 


Oh shit. 


That could only be one person ringing and they sure as hell would not be happy. | ended up doing a naked sprint 
through my apartment, ignoring the slight ache in my thigh muscles and the burning of my ass, just to get to 
the phone on time. | put it to my ear and instantly regretted it. 


‘Where the fuck are you? James roared down the line. | winced and sighed. It would not be fun when | finally 
went back. 


‘Sorry, man. | slept in, | said wearily. 
‘| don't give a shit, get back here now! We've been waiting to do Lars' drums for two hours already. 


Then the line went dead. | sighed. Of course, they only needed me for Lars’ stupid fucking drums. If it was 
something else, like recording leads or the vocals, then nobody really cared whether or not | was there. They 


always said ‘Jase, you got way too much energy. Fuck off or ‘Jeez, Jason, leave us alone for a while; or other 


things to that effect. 
Yeah, it hurts. 


Theoretically, | was a member of this band, but there were times like these, when | just couldn't be stuffed 
having anything to do with them. They'd well and truly kicked and punched and decked and dacked and prarked 
and just about poisoned the Metallica fan out of me, oh yeah. 

But | knew it would be better on tour, when we were playing fast, hard and loud and making as much noise as 
possible and hearing the frenzied masses scream our names. That was what really made me feel like | belonged. 
During the shows, we were all one. They couldn't function without me then, and they seemed to embrace my 
presence on stage then | especially liked it when James let me sing Seek and Destroy and | could feel what he 
felt, see what he saw, hear what he saw as a frontman, even just for one song. The fans, rioting and pushing 
and screaming the lyrics right back at me. The energy we felt when we played together was so powerful it 
was almost physical. That's what made me keep coming back. That's what made me put up with their shit. 
That's what made me still hope that James would change and accept me more. That's what made me want to 


remain in the band forever. 


And that's what made me haul my ass off the bed, just as Dave walked it, shamelessly naked with a piece of 


toast and sat own next to me. 


‘Dude, where the hell did you get that toast? | don't have a toaster, | asked incredulously. He merely smiled at 


me. 


‘What Dave Mustaine wants, Dave Mustaine gets, he said around a mouthful of delicious-smelling, slightly- 
burnt, buttered toast. He swallowed quickly at my shocked expression. ‘You do know you've got a grill in your 
kitchen, right? There was bread on the counter, so | helped myself: 


‘No fucking way there's a fucking grill in my kitchen, dude. | live here. I'd know: 


Silently, he tugged at my hand and led me to the kitchen. There, right in a little cabinet under the stove that | 


thought held the gas works, was a griller oven 


‘You obviously don't spend much time at home, then, Dave smirked. | felt a little flutter in my belly when | 
realised that he was still holding my hand, and a! sighed as | realised that he was right. 


‘Nah, not really, | said. ‘Hey, that was Het on the phone. He's pretty pissed, so we'd better get going. I'll drop 


you home or wherever, | said, my heart sinking. Dave turned to me, that sneer creeping back onto his face. 


‘Thanks. If Junior isn't back at our studio, I'm gonna unleash Hell; he declared vehemently. The thought made 
me nervous, and as | got changed, | started thinking about things. What would it be like to be David Ellefson, 
living under Dave's thumb? Were they lovers, or what? That thought made my throat knot unpleasantly. What 
would it be like to be controlled like that? Tossed away when not needed, but kept on a leash like a dog? Having 


to resort to doing something as drastic as sleeping with your band's arch-enemy? 
Then it hit me, and | jolted violently as | pulled my shirt over my head. 


ltd be just like being Jason Newsted. Just like living under James' thumb. Just like being chucked away over his 
broad shoulder and called in when required. Just like sleeping with Dave Mustaine because it made me like | was 


in control of myself and my life. 
Heh. We should meet up one time, me and Junior, and commiserate together. 


Dave was waiting for me in the small living area, and without a word, we exited the apartment and went down 


To my car. 
‘Where to? | asked him as we pulled out of the driveway. 


‘The studio, thanks: He directed me to where he had to go, and we didn't say a word the whole way. His hand 
on my lower thigh did the talking and made it a little difficult to concentrate on the road We pulled up outside 


and he leaned back into the seat, exhaling through his nose. 


‘Thanks, Jason. We both needed that; he said, turning to me. His hand crept up my chest and his fingers came 
to rest on my jawline. He leaned towards me, and | unconsciously let my eyes fall shut. Our lips met in one last 
searing kiss, and then he was gone. His tall figure stalked to the door of the studio and flung it open, giving me 
one last look as he stepped inside. 

The drive back to ours was a lonely one. | was kept company only by the butterflies swarming around in my 
stomach. What did they even mean? 

| tumbled out of my car and walked into the studio, ditching my jacket on the pool table. 


‘About fucking time, dick! was roared down the stairs in my direction 


‘Look, I'm sorry. l-oh, | said, cutting myself short as | saw who was seated in my seat behind the glass, one of 
my precious basses in his lap, all that honey hair tumbling down over his shoulders. 


| fancied | could hear Dave's scream from here. 


Nye got a Secret 
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| stopped in the corridor, standing stock still. | honestly could not move or speak as David Ellefson hastily got 
out of my chair and carefully put the bass back in the rack. My eyes zeroed in on him, and in a split second | 
noticed his freshly-washed hair, the bruises on his arms and the gigantic hickey on his neck | fidgeted 
uncomfortable and hoped my hair covered the one on my own. 

‘Oh, er, hi, David, | said, my voice cracking a little. 

‘Hey Jason, he stammered. ‘Just, uh .. jamming. Nice basses you have there,’ he continued, his voice raising to 
a squeak at the end. | could tell he was scared of me. Scared that | was gonna get pissed because he'd slept 
with James. This was just confirmed when he tossed his hair over one shoulder, the side with the hickey on it. 
He passed me as he walked out of the studio, and he flinched as if he thought | was going to hit him. Instead, | 
reached out and took him by his shoulder. 


‘Dude, it's okay. | don't mind if you used my basses: But he still looked terrified. | took a deep breath then, and 
turned to face him completely. 


‘| saw you two last night! 
He jolted and his mouth fell open, 
‘How? 


‘Well, it wasn't that hard. | came down to get sushi, and there you were. Making out with James on the pool 


table: 
David hissed under his breath. 
‘He told me you had gone home,' he muttered. ‘Shit: 


‘Look, man, | don't care. You can sleep with whoever you want to sleep with. | honestly don't give a shit, | told 


him as openly as | could. 
His eyes opened a little more. 


‘So you and James aren't - you're not -' 


| couldn't help but laugh at that one. Imagining myself with James was too much of a stretch. 
‘Nope. Never have been and never will be: 


He smiled at me then, the defiance from the night before showing through. Once he knew | wasn't mad at him, 
the famous Ellefson smile reappeared, albeit tinged with relief. 


‘Newfuck! Get up here now! 

Ugh. 

‘Wait one second, | yelled tiredly, before turning to face Junior again 

‘David, you should probably go. Dave's not happy,’ | told him, extending my hand. He just looked at me cynically. 
‘How do you know? he asked scornfully. | wiggled my eyebrows. 

‘Oh my god - did you-' 

‘Shh, David. It was nice to meet you: 

At that moment James flew down the stairs, giving me an evil look. However, he didn't yell at me, only because 
Junior was there. | shook David's hand and bounded back up the stairs, turning around at the top only to see 
James kiss him one more time. He didn't move, just stood there, stock still whilst the shock his realisation 
thundered through him. | smirked in satisfaction and made my way into the recording room, sat behind my 
little wall of foam with my bass and waited for James to arrive again 

‘Hey, Jase, Kirk called from the corner tiredly. 


| snapped my head around and smiled at him. 


‘Oh, hey Kirk. You were just jamming with David, right? | asked anxiously. | didn't know what I'd do if they'd 


taught him any of the new material 

‘Yeah, don't worry, he replied, and | sighed with relief. ‘You get lucky last night? 

‘Yeah, | guess you could say that, | said airily, the sensation of Dave's skin floating back to me in my mind. 
‘Girl or guy? 


‘Guy: 


‘Hot?! 

‘Smokin’: 

‘Tall? 

Yup: 

‘Blonde? Brunette? 
‘Ginger: 


‘Whoa, dude. Nice, Kirk laughed, and | pulled my thought train out of the dangerous territory it had drifted 


into. ‘Gonna see him again” 

| jolted upright at this one, and | felt the corner of my mouth curve up in a secretive little smile. 

‘| think Id like to, yeah: 

‘Good for you, then. Oh, hey James: 

Kirk shrank back in his seat as he spoke the last words. James had swept into the room, that blonde mane 
bristling behind him lie it always did when he was mad. He was followed by the pixie, who had his fingers taped 
up and ready to go. He plonked himself down behind his drums and grinned at Kirk and |. 

‘Fashionably late, Jason, he smirked in his funny accent. 

‘I'm a musician Shut up: 

‘Right. Ready to go? 

ee 


Four AM and my fingers ached from playing the same line over and over again. Bob was being a real nazi 


tonight. 

‘A little louder, Lars: 

‘Can you do it like this instead? 
‘Easy on the hi-hat, Lars: 


‘Needs more snare: 


After about twenty thousand takes, we'd finally done it. Lars was drenched in sweat and pissed off, and James 
looked like he was about to explode. Not good. Maybe if | could create some kind of diversion, he wouldn't bite 
my head off if | tried to get out. 

| threw down the towel I'd been using to wipe my brow and stretched my arms above my head, yawning 


rudely and ambling out of the recording space. 
‘See you later, Bob, | said to him as | walked past. 
‘Mmmph,' was all | got as Bob sank lower in his chair and closed his eyes. 


During the recording, I'd had to suppress my thoughts. But now, they ran rampant around my head as | slipped 
past Kirk and Lars and out the door, sighing as | didn't get caught by James. 

Thoughts of Dave. What was he going to do to David? Would he come back to me? Would David go back to 
James? Would David even be alive by the end of the day? Did Dave even like me at all, or was he just using 
me? How would | get back in contact with him? 

It was with a slight shock that | realised James' carpark was empty. Where the hell had he- oh. | knew exactly 
where he'd gone. | smiled morbidly as | drove home. 

| walked into the bedroom and threw my stuff down, as well as ditching my sweaty shirt, and then | think | 
must have giggled like a kid as | remembered Dave's discovery that morning. Hot toast awaited me and | 
excitedly made my way to the kitchen, where the bread still rested on the bench. 

| would be lying if | said | didn't expect the knock at the door that came as | nestled into the couch with my 
toast, wearing just a pair of old sweatpants. | slowly got up, licked the butter off my fingers and made my way 
to the door. | knew exactly who it would be as | pulled the door open, and | wasn't disappointed. 


‘Jason,’ Dave said in a low voice as | opened the door. 
‘Come on in; | told him, sensing the pain in his voice. ‘Can | get you anything? 


‘Yeah. A warm bed and a listening ear; he growled, ditching his jacket and wrapping his arms around my waist 


from behind. | felt his breath on my neck and his clothed chest against my back 


‘Can do,' | said gently to him, my voice filled with my concern. ‘What's wrong?" | then asked, even though | knew 


damn well what was wrong. 


‘Junior. He didn't come back: 


On The Brink 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the delay, but here you go! And also thank you for your beautiful feedbacks, guys :D 


| sat down on the bed with Dave, whose shirt had magically disappeared. Obviously, a conversation wasn't all he 


had planned for tonight, and my dick twitched. 


‘David was still there when | got in, | said hesitantly in case he blew up. When | looked at Dave, | could see the 
emotions battling behind his eyes. Rage, jealousy, regret and loneliness. Oddly, | didn't pick up any kind of 
affection towards Junior in his demeanour. He eventually settled on disgust and turned to face me, his hand 
creeping over the bedspread towards my leg. 

| cleared my throat and looked at him nervously. There was something | had been wanting to ask all throughout 
last night's work in the studio, and now that he was sitting in front of me, | was trying to pluck up the 


courage to ask him. 
‘Dave, are you and Junior, er, involved?" 
He snorted at that and shook his head, his hair being tossed around his face as he did so. 


‘Hell no. We might have fooled around back in, maybe, ‘84 or ‘85, but that was it. He's been with a few chicks 


and dudes since. It was just a thing on tour, | think he mumbled to the floor. 


| resisted the urge to sigh with relief. | didn’t really know what my feelings were for him at that moment, but 
for some reason | just felt that | wanted him all to myself. The red weal on his neck proved that, and his hand 
finally landed on my leg. 

That was like a switch. Contact on, conversation off, and | remembered that | hadn't told him that Junior knew 
about us. But that thought took a trip out the window when he touched me. | exhaled, a long breath out 
through my nose, and just let his presence wash over me. His hand slowly crept upwards, toward my ever- 
growing arousal. He crept closer until we were pressed chest to chest, my chin on his shoulder and his tongue 
tickling my earlobe. My eyes fluttered shut and | allowed him to lay me down and crawl on top of me. 

We took time, unlike the first time. Slowly we explored each other's bodies and took the time to map out each 
little detail. Every slope of muscle, every curve of bone, every tiny crevice of Dave's exquisite, lean body was 
etched into my memory, even if just to be a memory in the future. A memory to be treasured and to remind 
me of the time when | tamed Dave Mustaine, the biggest, baddest, fastest, loudest of them all. Or rather, 
when he tumbled into my life and my bed and | didn't do shit to stop him. 

| kissed him all over, trying to tell him with my actions that he was welcome with me and | wouldn't judge him, 
because | knew how it felt. My tongue swirled over ivory skin, tasting his essence of sweat, salt and hard work. 
My hands traced down his sides and settled at his hips, and his pants mysteriously disappeared. | chuckled as | 
fastened my lips over one of his nipples and felt him stiffen, and then weave his fingers into my hair, which 


tumbled down over my brows and pooled on his chest as my fingers crept downwards again 


‘Mmm, Jason,' he sighed, something I'd never heard him do, as he caressed my back and my shoulders. | smiled 
secretly as | continued to molest his nipples, and then | slid down his chest. 

My hands found the base of his cock as | dipped my tongue into his navel and his stomach quivered. | raised 
my head to look up at him as | slowly began to stroke, my hair falling across my face. His head was tilted 
back, soft pink lips wet and open in a gentle smile, eyelids heavy and pupils blown, skin glowing in the half-light 
of my bedroom. The sight was so beautiful that | could just imagine a halo hovering over his head and downy 
wings spread out beside him. 

Now that made me smirk; | doubted anybody had ever imagined Dave Mustaine as an angel before. But that's 
what he was to me; an angel, albeit brash and often angry, who had come to deliver me from my loneliness. | 
crept up the bed, licked my lips and kissed him hungrily, our mouths wet and slick together. He let out a little 
moan as | sped up my strokes, but then he pulled away from my mouth. 


‘No, stop, he gasped out, his breathing laboured. | was instantly alert, and removed my hand at once, fearing I'd 


hurt him or something. 
‘What's the matter? 
He merely flicked my legs out from underneath me and ripped my sweatpants off. 


‘There we go,' he said smugly as | landed on the bed on my stomach with a soft ‘oof. He rolled onto his side 
and | rolled to face him, and we began kissing again. Tongues battled for dominance and we ground our hips into 
each other's, both gasping as our cocks made contact. | could have lain there all night, kissing him and enjoying 


the contact, but he had other ideas. 


‘On your back, he whispered in my ear, giving a little lick as he did so. His voice was heavy with desire, and | 
rolled over onto my back. | knew what was coming, and | wriggled with delight and spread my legs for him. He 
smirked at me and settled between my legs, stroking himself and spreading the pearly drops of pre-~come 
along his length. 

The sensation of his mouth on me still caught me by surprise even though | expected it. His tongue probed 
me, spreading me out for him and reducing me to a shivering, panting wreck underneath him. | tugged on his 
hair as the pleasure made me blind, but it was over too soon. | whined at the loss, but then he was inside me 
and | couldn't speak. He fucked me gently this time, and it was so much more intimate than the last because of 
the time we'd spent on each other. He leaned over and held me close, kissing me as he thrust into me. | bucked 
back against him, and suprised myself by not urging him to go faster. His hair shrouded our faces in a curtain 
of red. 

When my orgasm came it crashed on me like a landslide, the most intense orgasm I'd ever had. | didn't scream 
or yell like the last time, but his name tore out of me in a long, drawn-out gasp as my come splattered 
between us. | spasmed, my whole body, and he followed not far behind me with a breathy moan into my ear. 
His teeth clamped down on the point of my shoulder and it hurt a lot, but | knew I'd have a nice mark there 
tomorrow so | didn't make a sound. And besides, he kissed it better for me as we lay together, basking in the 
afterglow and still slick with sweat. 


The sun's rays now filtered through the blinds, and | groaned and got up to shut them. Flopping back down on 


the bed, Dave wrapped his arms around my waist and pulled me close, spooning himself around me. 


‘Night, he whispered into my neck, even though it was morning. 
‘Night, Dave, | replied. 


It was as | fell asleep in his arms, feeling warm, secure and wanted that a sudden realisation struck me. | was 
dangerously capable of falling in love with Dave and if we kept this up, soon I'd want more from him. | know I'd 
only known him properly for about two days, but the gentle breaths in my ear were ridiculously endearing 
coming from him of all people and he treated me like nobody else did. He made me feel special, like there was 
some other purpose to my existence other than to be the butt of pranks and to play bass. Don't get me 
wrong, | loved playing music more than anything else, but maybe Dave could be the fulfillment | was looking 
for. 


| wasn't sure whether the thought shocked me or pleased me. 


Falling 
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Over the next two weeks or so, we settled into a routine. Work hard in the studio all night. David would show 
up mysteriously around three AM, Kirk and Lars would disappear and I'd go home, eat toast and wait for Dave. 
And he always came. It was a weird, fucked up game involving a lot of hiding from James and a lot of probing 
from Kirk and Lars and James about my mysterious redhead. They suspected, but they never said anything. 
James also stopped yelling at me, which was good. | began to feel the band dynamic again, even though | was 
kind of sneaking around behind their backs. 


Every morning, Dave and | would fuck each other's brains out. Sometimes | was on my hands and knees, 
sometimes | rode him, sometimes | lay on my stomach and he'd be on top of me, sometimes | was on my back 
with him standing or kneeling, but the results were all the same; an earth shattering orgasm and a sore ass 
later on. And afterwards, we lay together and made idle chit-chat, and found out things about one another. 


Every night, | learned more about him and every night, we got closer. 


| found out that he developed an infatuation with Belgian chocolate after lifting some from a shop for a 
girlfriend a while back, but not being able to wait for her to come home and eating them all himself. | found 
out that he secretly liked Winger, despite what he'd said about glam rock on MTV. I found out that he liked to 


read crime novels because they helped him keep himself on the right side of the law. 


| knew his body totally off by heart by now and he knew mine. Every morning, I'd drive him home and we'd kiss 
one last time before he went inside. And then I'd drive back to our place, a little more given over to him than 


the night before. 


It was happening, but | wouldn't admit it to myself. It took an honest conversation with Junior to finally bring it 
out in me. Every night, we chatted for a while as Lars and Kirk got themselves cleaned up and ready to go. 


One of those nights, we stood outside in the pleasant night and our conversation turned from bass to Dave. 
‘How did Dave find out about James and |, by the way? 
| swallowed as | remembered. 


‘Well, he'd come after you and he was freaking the fuck out. | didn't know what do do with him so | walked him 


back to my car and we heard you.. screaming James' name: 


He looked a little embarassed at that. 


‘Ah: 
‘Yeah: 

Then he paused for a second and turned slowly back to face me. 
‘Wait, you say he came after me? 

| nodded 


‘Oh my god, really? Fuck, David said with a sad laugh. ‘He's such a dick He does the strangest things, but he 


really does care. Just has a funny way of showing it! 

‘I've noticed: 

‘Hey, Jason, look at me? 

| turned to look him in the eye. 

‘Treat him well, okay? Look after him and don't break any promises. It'll fuck him up real bad: 

‘What do you mean, don't break any promises? | spluttered. ‘We're just fucking! 

‘Just fucking, hey? Then how come whenever | say his name you fucking light up like a beacon? And you keep 
touching that mark on your neck? And | can see that giant bite on your shoulder, its poking out of your shirt. 
And you keep touching your lips when you talk about him? | can read you like a fucking book, okay? And the 
book says this shit is about to get a hell of a lot deeper: 


Whoa. 


‘And | can see it on him, too. He's happy when you're the topic of conversation. He really likes you, Jason 


That's something not many people can brag about, David continued. 
This side to him astounded me, and his words fanned the flames in my heart. 


‘Really? | found myself asking, like some kind of lovesick teenager. | had no idea that | was doing all those 


things. 
‘Yeah, really. Go get him. You want him, you can have him. As long as he can have you too: 


‘This is some profound shit you're talking, Ellefson, | said as | pulled him in for a hug. 


‘Yeah, well. See you around? 
It wasn't a statement, but a question. | was slightly surprised, but pleased nonetheless. 
‘Sure thing. We should catch up some time: 


That was another thing that was resulting in James and Junior's little thing they had going on. | got to talk to 
David all the time and he was one of the nicest guys | have ever met. Pretty easy on the eyes, too. 


| floated through the recording session, carrying the knowledge David had shared with me around inside like a 
flame in a bowl. It warmed me and almost drove me to distraction at times, but the others didn't seem to 
notice. James was in a surprisingly good mood that night and he actually shared a joke or two with me, whilst 
we worked on the song that | helped write. And then, no fucking way, he told me he liked what | was playing. As 


a result, | was ridiculously happy when we were done. | couldn't wait to see Dave that morning. 


Another thing that warmed me was that when we finally finished at 6:30 in the morning, David showed up at 
the door and James swept him into his arms and kissed him so sweetly | didn't think it was possible. | smiled as 
| headed out, glad that David was getting what | thought he deserved. | wondered briefly as to what their 


‘status' was and made a mental note to ask David next time we spoke. 

Dave was waiting at the door to my apartment when | showed up, a little later than usual. He was leaning 
against the door with his eyes closed and his head slumped, so | guess he'd been there for a while. 

| woke him up properly by pulling him to me and kissing him through my smile. He made a small noise of 
surprise and kissed me back. 

We pulled apart with a soft smack and he looked puzzled, but happy. 

‘What was that for? he asked, confused. 

‘Oh, you know. Just felt like it; | said as | unlocked the door and led him inside. 

‘You're late, he said quietly, pulling off his jacket and hanging it over a chair. 

‘Yeah, well. You know. Had a good day today though, | told him, approaching him. 

‘| can tell; he said wryly, holding out his arms. | gladly fell into them, snuggling up against him and wrapping my 
arms around his waist. He smelled clean this time, like some kind of cologne that I'd never smelled on him 


before. It was nice. 


‘You're a cuddly one today, he laughed into my hair. | just hummed and held onto him, his warmth radiating 


into me and the close contact of our bodies releasing a whole load of endorphins within me. 


‘Come on, lets go to bed: 


He tugged me off him and led me to the bedroom. 


Set The Ball a-Rolling 
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My whole being shook as | fell onto Dave's chest, the aftershocks ripping through me. Dave still rocked his hips 
up into me, but he'd reached his climax, too. | felt his heat sear me and he went still, our lips brushing as we 
gently came down from our high. We were both drenched in sweat, our bodies slickly sliding along each other's 
as our chests met and Dave smiled down at me. | carefully licked my come off his chest for him and then 
rolled off, wincing as his cock slipped out of me. 

We lay like that for a while, just basking in each other's presence. There had been something different about 
that time. It felt like something more. More than just fucking, and | wanted to say something. But that would 
have to wait. 

Our hands, thighs, feet would brush occasionally as our chests still heaved, and our hair mixed on the pillows. 
There was a comfortable silence between us, something that wouldn't have been there in the early days of 
our ‘thing’. 


‘Jason?! 


Dave's voice jerked me out of my thoughts and | rolled to face him. He was already turned to me, a content 


expression on his face and his eyes hooded. The sight makes me smile without even thinking about it. 
Damn, Jason, you got it bad. 

‘Yeah? | murmur lazily. 

‘Can we talk? 

Oh. My stomach dropped unpleasantly and my smile faded. Maybe I'd been imagining things, then 

‘Uh, yeah? What about?’ 

Don't say it's over. 


He shifted and placed a hand on my chest, which slowly crept up to my jaw. My hopes raised a little. This 
could be one of two things and | certainly hoped it was the latter. 


‘Look at me, Jase,' he said softly, and | met his eyes. ‘| want to ask you something: 
‘Go ahead, | said nervously. 


He took a deep breath and looked up at me again with a soft, serene smile, so unlike what I'd seen in him when 


we first met, and | knew this would be good. | exhaled shakily with relief, even before he voiced his question 


‘Do you, uh, want to take this a little further? he asked hurriedly, and | could tell how hard it was for him to 


ask something like that. He was so nervous. | grinned and nuzzled his hand. 
‘What do you mean? 

‘You know what, he said, slightly flustered. 

‘Oh, as in, you know, like dating?’ | smirked. 

‘Um, | guess so, yeah; he mumbled. 

‘So does that mean | get to have you all to myself?" 

He nodded bashfully. 

‘And does that mean that I'm your boyfriend? 

He paused with an odd look on his face. 

‘That sounds a little, uh, gay; he said eventually. ‘How about something else?" 


‘Well, I'm a guy, you're a guy and you just stuck your dick in me. That's a bit gay, don't you think? What do 


you want to call me, your girlfriend? 

He snorted with laughter. 

‘Are you gonna say yes or what?" 

‘Hey, | know what you can call me, | said, an idea coming to life. 

‘Yeah? 

‘Call me ‘lover’ and you got me; | teased, and a predatory look came into his eyes. 


‘Come here then, lover, he growled, tackling me into the blanket. 


| knew I'd found my fulfillment as he tugged me into his arms and kissed me. | also knew that this wouldn't be 
easy. But I'd never felt this whole before, and | was slowly but surely falling for him. | could only hope the 


same applied to him. 


The next evening, | awoke in Dave's arms feeling warm, content and protected. He snored softly in my ear, and | 
took the opportunity to sort of reflect on how he'd changed since I'd met him. For the first week or so, he'd 
been volatile and angry. He'd been focused on his rage, not letting it go. He'd come to my door, fuming over 
stuff and things (mainly Junior), and then we'd fuse ourselves together and use each other to get our anger 
out. But gradually he'd changed. His kisses got sweeter, his touches grew more gentle and his gaze grew more 


loving. | didn't feel like he was just using me any more, but like | was part of something bigger for him. 


Then the phone went off. Dave snuffled in my ear and woke with a start, looking around for the source of the 


noise. 


‘God dammit, | cursed, wriggling free of his grip. He made a small whine of protest. | would have ignored it, 


except that if it was James and | ignored him, he'd probably come bashing on my door. 


| yanked the handset off the receiver and tumbled back onto the bed, giving Dave urgent ‘shut up' signals. He 


made a lewd face at me, but promised to be quiet. 
‘Newsted here, | said into the phone, settling back down against my new .. boyfriend. 


‘Hey, dick," came a voice, and | sighed, instantly knowing who it was. And then | froze. Dave's hand was 


wandering. 
‘Nice how-do-you-do, James. What's going on? 
‘Don't come in tonight: 


‘Why not? | gasped as Dave's trailed his hand over my stomach on its way downwards, setting my muscles 


fluttering. My cock instantly stirred. 
‘Think you could probably use a break We all could: 


A small groan forced its way to my lips, but | bit it back as Dave traced his fingers over my growing cock. | 


could feel his own erection pressing into my back. 
‘Why?! This was a change. 


‘Actually, screw that. I'm not gonna lie. | cant be stuffed tonight. Throats fucked and Bob won't be around! 


| hissed as Dave finally closed his hand around my erection and began to stroke slowly. 

'Ahh- oh, okay; | choked out. Please don't let him catch on 

You got anything planned? lm bored; he continued, oblivious. 

Dave sped up his strokes. 

‘Ah, um, no. | mean, shiit yeah,’ | grunted, unable to help myself | wanted Dave to stop, but | didn’t really. 
‘Dude, what's going on? | was too far gone at this point to care that James had enquired as to how | was. 
Sorry, fuck; | choked out. ‘Hit my funny bone: 

Dave snorted 


‘Alright. See you round, Newkid, James said eventually. | thought for a second there that he'd heard Dave, but 
he didn't say anything. 


‘See ya man- oh, oh fuck! 

| came hard, all over the sheets and Dave's hand and a hot mouth closed on my earlobe and began to suck 
‘Pussy. Surely it can't hurt that much. See ya‘ 

‘Ugh, bye, | gasped out, my entire body shuddering. The line went dead and | turned to Dave. 

‘Never, ever do that again: 

He just smirked. 


‘Get used to it. Now, we've got an hour and a half before | have to be back, and you don't have to go 


anywhere. What are we gonna do? 


Out of the Frying Pan 
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Dave had to leave at around eight, but not after | delayed him by claiming he needed a shower, dragged him 
under my shitty lukewarm one and let him fuck me against the wall. With every thrust, he murmured ‘yeah’ 
into my ear and when we were done, we slid down the wall together and then the water went cold. Needless to 
say, there was much yelping and swearing as we rushed out of the shower. He kissed me so sweetly as he 
walked out the door that my head spun for the rest of the day and my lips tingled until | burnt them on 
coffee. And they kept tingling even after that. but for the wrong reasons. 

So | had a day to myself and nobody to spend it with. Maybe Kirk or Lars would be up for something. So | 
called them, and half an hour later pulled into Lars' driveway. 

Kirk was there, surprise surprise, and they were just chilling out on the balcony drinking beer and eating 


doughnuts. 
‘Hey, dude, Kirk greeted me happily as | walked in. Lars grinned at me and offered me the box. 


‘Picked ‘em up at the gas station, he declared proudly. My stomach rumbled and | grabbed one, devoured it 
and licked the sugar off my fingers. 


‘Beer? 


| didn't reply, but gratefully took the bottle and a large gulp. The refreshing chill of the liquid ran down my 


throat and made me shiver. 
Mmm. That's good: 


‘You look tired, Jason. Rough night? Kirk said presently, after we'd moved inside and were lounging around on 


the couch. 
‘Nah, not really, | said absently. ‘Good night, actually: 


‘Why- oh, Kirk raised his eyebrows and shot Lars a dirty look. The two of them smirked at each other and 
then turned back to me. 


‘You got busy, then' A statement, not a question. | could feel myself turning red. 


‘Uh, | guess you could say that: 


‘Same guy?’ 

‘What? 

You know, the redhead that you told us about a while back’ 
‘0h, um, yeah’ 


‘Jesus, Jason, Lars cut in ‘You've been seeing him for like a month now and we still haven't met him. Are you 


two serious?" 

‘Um, | guess you could say that, yeah; | said, feeling myself smile secretively. 

‘Fuckin’ hell, Jason. You've got a boyfriend and we don't even know him. What kind of friend are you? Lars joked. 
‘Yeah, we need to meet him. And if he's as hot as you say he is..’ 

Another beer comes my way and | gratefully start knocking it back. 

‘What's his name?! 

Shitshitshit. 

Uh. 


Both of them were sitting beside me now, elbowing me and making me blush furiously whilst | tried desperately 


to get myself out of this situation. 


‘That's for me to know and you to find out, | ended up saying, and sighed when they dropped it. But knowing 
Lars, he'd find some way of getting it out of me later. 


Four Budweisers Later 


My head was starting to swim a little, and | was feeling pleasantly fuzzy. Kirk and Lars were still at it, though, 
but they could handle more than me and I'll be the first to admit it. 


‘Jase is done already, | heard Lars say through a mouthful of doughnut. ‘You could never keep up, could your" 
‘Fuck you,' | said slowly, rubbing my eyes. 


‘No, fuck you, Kirk shot back. | noticed that the distance between him and Lars had pretty much disappeared 


and hands were wandering. 


Huh?! 

‘Well, somebody obviously has been; Lars observed dryly. 

‘Oh... mm, yeah, | said groggily. 

‘More beer? 

| blindly accepted it, not looking before | leapt right into the trap that they set for me. 

So what's his name? 

‘Ugh, fuck off: 

‘Come on, tell us; Lars pleaded 

‘No, | mumbled 

ls there a reason why we shouldn't know? 

Ouch. | didnt know how to get out of that one. 

At that point, Kirk took Lars aside and whispered in his ear. They both laughed evilly and then they let up on 
me, and | didn't hear my ‘mystery lover’ mentioned for the rest of the night. But | did hear the words ‘Get 
him so drunk he doesn't know his own name! and ‘drop him off later’ mentioned. But | don't think | registered it 
through the fuzz of liquor in my mind 

We drank and shot the shit for what must have been hours. We watched crappy horror movies and | watched 
Kirk suck Lars off on the couch and none of us cared. They lay together afterwards and | happily remembered 


that Dave would be waiting for me that night when | got home. | loved having these two as friends. 


‘Shit, Jason It's five AM, Lars said presently. He yawned and stretched his arms above his head. ‘You should 


get home so Het doesn't lose his shit tomorrow night when you're fucking exhausted’ 

‘Mmmph;' | moaned. ‘Don't wanna’ 

‘Come on, lIl take you. You're too drunk to drive; Kirk offered. ‘Sure, I'm drunk too but not as much as you: 
‘Mmmph: 


They hauled me off the couch and dragged me down to Kirk's car, and it didn't even occur to me that this 
might have been part of their plan, and that if they didn't so desperately want to find out who | was with 


they would have just left me on the couch and gone up to bed. 
We swerved over the road a little as Kirk drove back to my place, and | nearly fell asleep in the back seat. It 
also didn't seem weird to my hazed mind that it might have been a little weird that both of them came along 


with me. 


And then we pulled into my driveway and it all made sense. 


A familiar car was parked there and an angel with a fiery halo waited at the door. 

Fuck. 

‘Guysyoucanletmeouthereseeyoulater,’ | slurred out in one breath, tumbling out the door. 
‘Nah man, we'll see you to the door, Lars sniggered, walking with me up the driveway. 

‘| really don't think you should-' 

‘Holy fucking shit: 

| buried my face in my hands. 

‘Oh my God, Jason Is that who | think it is? 


| nodded heavily. This was where it would all come crashing down. 


Into the Fire 
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Lars looked at Dave. 

Dave looked at Lars. 

Kirk looked at Dave. 

Then all three of them looked at me. 
Well, fuck. 


A deafening silence fell over the whole scene. | felt like a deer in headlights. | was certain one of them (and not 


Kirk) was bound to lose their shit in a matter of moments. 


Instead, Dave quietly and calmly approached me, his lip twisting into his famous sneer as he wound his arm 
around my waist and faced Lars and Kirk with me. 


Lars was just standing there, stunned into silence. It was the only moment when | have ever seen that famous 
motormouth silenced Kirk was kind of blinking awkwardly and shying away. And | was in the middle of everyone, 
and | could feel the heat rising with every second that Lars and Kirk endured Dave's withering gaze. It was 
obvious how much they were scared of him. Just being around him made Lars obviously uncomfortable and 
that vein in his temple started to throb like it does when he's stressed. 

| was torn. Band or boyfriend? 

Why couldn't | have both? 


‘| think you should probably go now,' Dave spat, the first word he'd spoken since we'd arrived. 


Even though Lars and Kirk were my friends, at that moment | was supremely glad to see them turn tail and 


leave without further encouragement. But as they left, Lars yelled to me over his shoulder. 
‘You've got explaining to do, Newkid! 


Quick as lightning, Dave whipped his head around. 


‘So do you, Ulrich, he snarled. | knew this wasn't about me, though. 


| sighed and leaned back against the door, my head ache returning viciously. 


That day, Dave let me sleep until ten and then he fucked me roughly. He was brutal and fast and it hurt more 
than | would have liked it to. He pulled my hair and bit my lips and scraped his deceptively sharp nails down my 
back and my stomach. My head was still pounding, 

And between thrusts, he snarled at me. Not to me, but at me. He blamed me for what happened. 

‘Why did you bring them back here? 

| whimpered as he hit my prostate dead-on 

Why did you get that drunk? 

My breathing became harsher as | ducked my head and took it, my hand working furiously on my cock 

‘They know now! 


| arched my back. 


‘They'll tell James, he hissed finally, and | blew my load all over his chest. He followed with a harsh grunt, and | 
rolled off him. We lay together, not touching, not facing each other, not moving. 


But then a cool set of fingertips found their way onto my hip bone, and rested there. 


‘tm sorry. | didn't want to hurt you, Dave said in a low voice, and | turned to face him. | studied his face for a 


while and found that he was genuinely sorry. 
‘That's okay: 

| had a feeling that | was going to have to get used to this if | was going to stay with him 

'l just- ugh, | don't know. | don't want James to find out, Dave continued. So he was scared of something 


‘Well, you know about him and Junior, | pointed out, drawing closer to him. Dave's lip curled and he let out a 


huff of air. ‘And I'm sorry for getting wasted and letting them drive me home: 


‘That was a bit dumb, to be honest. They were drunk too. You could have been hurt, he said, that was the 


moment when my heart gave itself over to him completely. To hear him of all people expressing that kind of 


care for me made me melt, and | kissed him as sweetly as | could. 

‘| didn't think. | couldn't think, | told him when we drew apart. He smiled at me lazily, taken by surprise. 
‘They're gonna tell James, aren't they?” he said presently in a serious Tone. 

| sighed. 


‘Probably. Even if they don't tell him, it's only a matter of time before he'll realise something's up. And then 


he'll go straight to Lars for answers, unless- oh, fuck’ | cut myself off as a ghastly realisation hit me. 
‘What is it? 

‘Junior's got his head screwed on properly, right? 

‘Yeah, he's not stupid enough to tell James. Don't worry about him. | talked to him about it the other day: 
| exhaled with relief. 

‘Thank God for that, | muttered. ‘| talked to him the other day, too: 

‘Yeah? What about?! 

‘Mm, we chat every day now. | really like him. You know, we just talk bass and shit: 

‘And shit? 

‘You know, just stuff. Oh, actually, | said, a smile coming to my face as | remembered my last conversation 
with David. ‘He told me not to screw you over. He told me to look after you. He told me to go out and get you 
if | wanted you: 

Dave smiled and pulled me closer to him. | snuggled into his side. 

‘He's such a shithead. He pisses me off but his heart's in the right place: 

‘He said that about you, too: 

‘So he told you to come and get me, did he? Look where it's got you now: 


‘There's nowhere I'd rather be: 


There was a comfortable silence in which his hand made its way to my head and began softly stroking my 


hair. 


‘Are you gonna be ready when James finds out? he said presently, his voice rumbling in his chest and 


vibrating against my ear. 

‘Yeah. It can't be worse than what he's already done to me, can it? 

Dave frowned. ‘Like what? 

‘Oh, you know. Basically beating me, pranking me, stressing me out, putting Tabasco in my coffee, leaving me 
out of stuff, dacking me in public, that kinda shit. But | know how to defend myself now. I'm just used to it: | 
paused for a second. ‘You didn't haze Junior too bad when you find out, did you? | continued anxiously. 

Dave went quiet, and | got worried. He said nothing. 

‘Dave, what did you do? 

Still nothing. 

‘Fuck, you hit him, didn't you?" 

A subtle swallow. 

‘Didn't you?” | said, more forcefully this time. 

The tiniest of nods. 

| sighed and withdrew from Dave, whose face assumed a hurt expression. The thought of my new friend in 

pain given by the man who | was slowly steadily falling in love with was deeply unsettling for me. If he hurt 

Junior, his closest friend, would he hurt me too? 

‘Dave, look at me. | reached out and placed a finger under his chin, lifting his face to meet my gaze. 


‘| know, | know. | shouldn't have done it he began, but | shushed him. 


‘Please don't do it again. Don't hit anybody anymore, | found myself pleading. He remained silent, but looked at 
me quizzically as if to ask why. 


‘Look, if you hurt Junior, who's to say you won't hurt me?" 
That got him talking. A pained expression came over his face. 


‘Junior happened to tell me he hated me and then he walked out and got fucked by the man | hate more than 
anybody in the world 


‘lam in a band with the man you hate more than anybody in the world: 
He began to speak again, but shut himself up before he got a word out. 


‘He really cares about you, Dave. He told me not to hurt you because he cares about you. You can't get 
through life if you hurt the people who love you, because then they'll all turn away and you'll have nobody left 
but your enemies. And if you hurt them, they'll just hate you even more, | said softly, looking deep into his 


beautiful caramel eyes. | wanted him so badly to see what | meant. 
He sighed. 
"You sound like you know what you're talking about: 


‘Trust me, | do. It's how | survive with James and Kirk and Lars. | learned fast. When | first joined the band, | 
tried fighting back. But three against one is always a losing battle, so | had to shut up and take it. And then | 
started trying to be nice to them, and Kirk and Lars quickly stopped being dicks. James has a while to go, 
though: 


‘| understand what you're talking about, and I'll try. Just for you. But you have to know that it's so hard for 


me to see Junior with somebody like James,’ he said. 

| thought | knew what he meant, but | asked him for clarification anyway. 
‘What do you mean? 

‘t's kind of hard to explain’ 


‘We've got all day, | told him softly, caressing his face with my hands. | wanted to show him that | was there 


for him, and would try to understand what he was going to tell me. | wanted him to trust me completely. 
‘I- uh, | don't really know how to put this. 

‘Just take your time, Dave. We have time, | kept smiling at him, to encourage him to speak 

He took a deep breath in, found my hand with his own and started to talk. 


‘When- when | was growing up, l- well, nobody really loved me. | have trouble, you know, feeling accepted by 
people and accepting them too. Nobody really showed be how to show affection: His voice was growing stronger 
as he talked. ‘So when | meet somebody | like, and | want to show them that, | don't know how. | just do it the 
only way | know; by strangling them. | get my claws into them and | tear them apart just trying to hold onto 
them. And then | get angry when they fall to pieces in my hands. And | don't understand why: 


‘Oh, Dave, come here! 
| pulled him close and pressed our foreheads together. 
‘If you don't choke me too hard, | won't fall apart; | whispered. 


‘Ill try, he said, and | could tell it was a promise and that he really would try. ‘I'm not done yet, he added. | 


settled back down on my knees in front of him, our hands still linked. 


‘So when | met Junior and | got my hooks into him, and he didn't crumble, | instantly wanted to make him mine. 
Not as a lover, but just- uh, | don't know. l'm just so possessive with the people that mean something to me. 
l'm no good at sharing. | know this is fucked up, but | hit David because | need him. He's been with me for so 
long and he helps me out. He's so loyal and I'd probably be dead without him. So when | found that somebody 
else had shared him, | lost it. He understands, but he resents me for it. And that just upsets me even more. 


And I'm just so scared that he'll leave me. Do you know kind of what | mean?! 


| paused for a moment to take in what he had told me. That would have taken a lot to get out, and | 
appreciated it. 


‘Yeah, | breathed. ‘| get it. Thank you: 

He looked up to me, his eyes like liquid amber. 

‘And l'm starting to feel like that with you. And you can't let me rip you apart: 
‘| won't. | swear to God, | won't! 


| tried to show him how | felt with the kiss | gave him after that. | poured every emotion which had welled up 
inside me into the movements of my lips and my tongue. It was slow and beautiful and everything which | had 


missed during time with Metallica. 


Now | held a precious piece of information which very few people knew. He'd shared the inner workings of his 
mind with me, and now | wanted to help him. Help him to realise that David was his own person, and that while 
he'd probably be loyal to Dave forever, he still needed his own freedom. And | had to make James see that 


about me, too. 


Which reminded me that | had a very unpleasant night coming for me when | got back to the studio. But while 
| was there in Dave's arms, | just wanted to focus on the moment. My back was still stinging from his nails, 


and | was tired, but | was comfortable. But another question rose in my head. 


‘Are you gonna be ready? For James, | mean’ | asked anxiously. He huffed with laughter, and his breath 


skittered across my hair. 


‘tm ready for anything. Trust me, | can handle him: 
‘Don't fight him. Please. It'll just make it shittier for me: 
‘If he hits me, I'm hitting back. | won't start shit, though: 


| sighed. This was just how it was gonna be. 


Head First Into Hell 
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Lars and Kirk ignored me completely when | walked into the studio that evening, and the pain of rejection 
threatened to rear its head again. | felt like | did four years ago, when | first joined this fucked-up circus. Total 
loner, ignored and brushed off. Once Kirk made eye contact with me and opened his mouth as if to say 
something, but then shut it and turned away, his eyes downcast. | had a feeling he was only ignoring me 
because of Lars. Man, that hurt like a bitch. Lars really did rule this band. 

James said hi, and treated me as normally as he usually did. Better, even He and | had a good session, and he 
was in a supremely good mood by the end of it. But | knew that it was only a matter of time before either 
Lars (probably Lars) or Kirk let the cat out of the bag and my whole life went arse-over-tits. 


When we were finished our recording and stuff, around three in the morning, the other two went upstairs, 
leaving me with James, who turned to me with an odd look on his face, and | shut my eyes and prayed that 
nobody had said anything. | didn't think they had, and I'd been carefully listening into their conversations all 
right. Instead, | got the opposite of what | expected. 


‘Hey, man. What's up with the other two? They're being real shitty to you tonight, James asked me through a 
mouthful of hot dog. 


| nearly choked at the sudden kind attitude, and immediately smelt a rat. 
‘You okay, dude? You're being nice to me! 


James just chuckled. Man, Junior was working miracles on him. Then Lars breezed through on his way to the 


kitchen, and | instinctively stiffened. 


‘Yeah, we're being shitty to Jay tonight because somebody else is gonna be really really nice to him later on; 
he said snarkily. 


‘Hm, got somebody waiting at home, Jay? James asked good-naturedly. 


‘Um, yeah, | guess. Well, I'd better be going, then. Don't wanna keep him waiting, you know, | stammered, eager 


to get myself out of the situation as soon as possible. 


‘Yeah, ‘cause he'll get really mad if you're late. You know what redheads are like; Lars said loftily on his way 


back through. 


‘Oh, you're screwed now, Jay. Once you bed a red, you never look back’ James mocked. ‘He a good fuck? 
‘Um, yeah, look, | really gotta go-' 


‘Yeah, he must be really good. All that long red hair and that sneer on his face as he rams you up the ass, 
Jay. And his fucking voice, too. Can't sing, but can growl like the Devil himself; Lars interjected. 


‘Oh, you know him, Lars? 

Fuck. 

‘Yeah, dude, really well. So do you: 

And with his final bomb dropped, Lars grinned victoriously at me and disappeared. 


James looked confused for a second or two, and | tried to shrink back into the sofa. Then the bomb landed, and 


| could see the explosion behind his eyes. 
‘Oh, was all that ripped out of him before he was on me, and before | knew it, he had me up against the wall, 
holding me there by the collar of my shirt. | expected it, and | forced myself to remain calm. After all, 


throwing dirt at a hornets nest only makes it worse. 


‘What's his name, Jay? he growled brutally into my ear. His breath was hot on my face and | shuddered and 


swallowed. 

‘Why do you care, James? | forced myself to reply evenly. 

‘Tell me who it is! 

| almost laughed. 

‘You know damn well who it is. Put me down’ 

‘Tell me his name! James screamed in my face, slamming me back onto my feet. 

| stared up at him, meeting his furious blue gaze with my own. 

‘Dave: 

His eyes blazed and | could see he was forcing himself to remain calm as his lips pulled back in a wild sneer. 


‘You little shit he snarled at me. | held his gaze, knowing that if | looked away, he'd probably hit me. 


‘You're fucking his bass player, so | don't see why | can't screw who | want, | replied as evenly as | could, 


although my temper was rising and adrenaline was screaming through me. 


‘Because | said so,' he ground out, and at that moment | hated him. Regretted ever joining his stupid fucking 
band. Regretted even listening to their record in the first place. 


Funny how such a good night can be turned to shit so quickly. 


‘What the fuck, James? Who gave you the authority to govern my life? | spat at him, as we began circling 


each other. 
‘Look at me, Newsted. Do you wanna stay in this fucking band or not?’ 

And so | looked hard at him, and | told him what | thought 

No, not really, if you're gonna be such a controlling dick' 

He almost looked surprised. That threat had been his handle on controlling me in the past, but today it wasn't 


working. | could see the rage building up behind his eyes and | knew that this was dangerous. One foot wrong, 
and l'd be floored. 


At that moment, | caught a glimmer of green eyes and a rush of long brown hair. The instigator had appeared, 
streaking across the room to the kitchen where he could watch what he'd started without getting hit himself. | 
hated him, too, for ruining what I'd had. He and Kirk had it, James had it with Junior, why was | the one who 


always had to miss out. 


‘Fuck you, too, Lars,' | yelled, making the mistake of looking around to see where he'd gone. Which meant taking 
my eyes off James. Fuck. 


| felt the rush of air as he sprang towards me, but he was too quick for me to defend myself and | felt my 
nose disintegrate as his fist connected with my face. | staggered back, almost blinded by the blood which had 
erupted from the wound, and | saw red in both senses. 


‘Shit | grunted, fending myself off the wall and trying to stop the flow with my hands. ‘What the hell? 


‘You don't wanna stay, you don't have to,' James said menacingly. ‘But you should know that screwing around 


with Mustaine is only gonna end badly. 
| couldn't help myself. 


‘Alright then. And on my way out, I'll tell that to David about you: 


The roar which broke from him just about deafened me, and he was on me again, shaking me like a ragdoll. 
‘Don't you dare! he screamed, and then he hit me again and | groaned. | couldn't bring myself to fight. That fist 
had landed on my brow, so I'd have a lovely shiner there in the morning. | just wanted to get out, go home, and 
sleep. I'd sort everything out later. 

‘Pussy,’ he sneered, and | froze. If there was one thing that riled me up, that was it. | threw caution to the 
wind, kissed my self control and my integrity goodbye, and sank my fist into his stomach. | was rewarded with 
a sharp grunt as his breath rushed out of him and he doubled over. Guess all that working out I'd done was 
paying off. 

‘Fucker,’ he gasped out as | straightened up. 


‘Now who's the pussy?" 


He howled and came at me again, and this time | was the one getting it in the stomach. | was winded, bleeding 


and feeling incredibly faint, and | hated him. 

Then there was a knock at the door. 

‘Il get it Lars said innocently, giving me a triumphant smile as he passed by where | was getting back to my 
feet. Blood still rushed down my front, and | was getting giddy. My head throbbed, and all | wanted to do was 
curl up and die. Or maybe cuddle Dave. 


Shit. What was he going to thing when | showed up like this? 


At that moment, Lars walked back in, followed by Junior. | smiled at him as best | could, but he only had eyes 


for James. He ran over to him, kissed his face and whispered to him, asking him if he was alright. 


| took the opportunity, whilst my assailant was occupied, to stagger upright and see myself out. Lars had 
vanished again, but as | was heading out the door | heard a soft voice behind me. 


‘Jay? It was Kirk. 


| didn't want to turn around and face him with my ruined features, so | simply talked to him with my back 
turned. 


‘What, Kirk?! 
l'm sorry: 


Instantly, | turned around, moved my his words and forgetting what | looked like. He drew in a sharp breath, 
but | waved it off. 


‘tm fine. What are you sorry for? 

‘For ignoring you today. Did Lars.” 

‘Yeah, he did’ There was nothing more to say. 

‘im sorry.’ He sounded absolutely miserable as he walked towards me and embraced me. | was slightly 
surprised at this, but | put my arms around him as he hugged me. It was strange, hugging somebody who was 
this much shorter than me, but he was warm and didn't seem to give a shit that he got blood on his shirt. 
‘td help you out, but | think | should stay here so His Majesty doesn't lose his shit, he sighed. 

‘Did you guys fight today?" | asked him. 

Another sigh. 

‘Just a little argument or two. | tried to tell him to to tell James, but he was having none of it! 


‘Thanks, Kirk. Means a lot, | told him as | let him go. 


‘And just so you know, | don't care that you're seeing Dave. I'm on your side and if you leave the band, | don't 


know what I'll do: 
‘That means a lot, too. Don't get yourself involved in this, though. You'll only get hurt: 


The thought of seeing little Kirk with blood running from his nose, like me, was too much to bear, so | pushed 


it out of my mind. 
‘Bye, Jase.’ 


‘See ya, dude. Ugh: My head throbbed as | stepped out into the bright streetlights. 


First Aid 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, wasn\'t entirely happy with this one, but here it is anyways. Also, this vodka shit works, so if you\'re 


ever at a party and shit goes down, you know what to do. I\'m qualified, so trust me. Here you go. 


‘Shit, Jay, Dave intoned miserably when | got home that night. 

‘Is it really that bad: 

‘It's pretty bad, yeah: 

| unlocked the door and we went inside. All | wanted to do was sleep. 

‘You knew I'd come home like this, didn't you? | asked him tiredly as he took me in his arms. | buried my 
bloody face in his chest, hoping he wouldn't mind if | ruined his shirt. My nose stung, so | pressed my cheek 
against it instead. 

‘| kinda expected it, yeah. James is so predictable: 

I'd almost forgotten he was in Metallica once, too. 

‘How did he find out? 

‘Have a guess: 

‘Lars? 

| nodded. 

Dave growled. ‘Little shitbag. Always has to have his own way’ 

| could feel the anger building up inside him as | held him. 

‘Let's go to bed, yeah? | don't wanna think about any of this shit any more tonight, | said into his shoulder. 


He sighed, and | could tell that he was holding his rage in for my sake. 


‘Yeah,’ he said stiffly, and released me. ‘But first, we're gonna get you cleaned up! 


He took my hand and sat me on the sofa. My head swam as | lay back. He vanished to the kitchen for a 
minute and then returned, with an old towel and a bottle of vodka 


‘What the fuck?" | asked weakly. 


‘You don't have any antiseptic or stuff like that. So | found this. It should work, it's got alcohol in it. Just don't 
want it getting infected: 


| had to laugh at that. Trust Dave Mustaine to turn to alcohol for first aid. Really, | knew | should have gone 
to a hospital, but any of the fucks | had to give got lost a long way back down the road. 


Dave covered the top of the bottle with the towel, and poured a bit of the liquid onto it. 

‘This might sting a bit, okay? 

| grunted in response. 

The vodka wasn't cold, but it was a welcome relief to the throbbing heat on my face. And yeah, it stung like 
shit when he got to my nose, but | closed my eyes and let him tend to me. Just like I'd looked after him on 
the first night. 

‘There, all better, Dave said proudly. ‘| don't think it's broken. It looks normal, just a bit busted up: 


| smiled faintly at him. 


‘Come down here, | murmured, lacing my fingers into his hair. | pulled him down and our lips met in the tiniest, 


softest of kisses. 
‘Doctor Dave, | mumbled in his ear, and he laughed. 


‘Now lets go to bed: His lips brushed the shell of my ear, and warm, pleasant breath skittered across my 


cheek. 


He pulled me up off of the couch and we went to bed. No fucking tonight, just me and Dave, skin-to-skin and 
chest-to-back and hair mixing and fingers entwined. 


And it was so, so nice. 
‘We'll sort everything out tomorrow, baby. Sleep now: 
A small kiss is pressed to my temple. 


Heh. Dave called me ‘baby’. | liked that. He really could be a softie when he wanted To. 


The next evening when | woke up, though, was a completely different story. My head hurt like a complete bitch 
and my nose was throbbing like a motherfucker. And Dave wasn't in bed with me. 


| groaned and rolled over, and promptly fell out of bed. 

‘Fuck, | cursed as | landed on my morning wood. ‘God damn‘ 

| struggled to my feet and yanked the sheet off the bed, wrapped it around myself and went to go and find 
Dave. On the way, | saw myself in the bathroom mirror and wished | hadn't. | looked like utter shit. My face 
was bruised all around my nose, and James' fist had left a beautiful black eye. 


‘Fuck James, | grumbled. ‘Dave, you there? 


‘Oh, you're awake. Sorry, couldn't sleep. To busy being pissed off at James. | made breakfast, if you want 
some; a voice called back from the kitchen. It sounded like he had a mouthful of something. 


‘Hey,’ | tried to smile at him, but the muscles on my face pulled at my nose and | winced and let my face drop. 


‘Morning,’ Dave said through a bite of toast. Then he looked down at the tent in the sheet that covered me 
and smirked. ‘Oh, good morning to you too: 


| rolled my eyes and accidentally stood on the sheet, causing it to slip off of me and land on the floor, 


revealing my hard cock 


‘God fucking damn, | grumbled for the thousandth time that morning. But the more | thought about it, the 
more | realised that, despite feeling shitty and looking even shitter, | was actually pretty horny. 


‘Leave the sheet, Jay, he smirked. | raised an eyebrow at him. 

‘Why? 

‘Because you're hot and | like looking at you without any clothes on; was his reply. 

Nobody had ever called me hot in my entire life, and it sure as hell wasn't about to start today, when | looked 
like this. | didn't know what to say, but | could feel colour and a smile, despite the pain, creeping across my 


face. 


| really didn't feel like eating, so | just watched him. He quickly abandoned his food and walked over to me, and 


when he stood up, | took a second to appreciate his bare torso. Yeah, | was definitely horny now. 


‘Dave: 


‘What's the matter? 
‘Come to the bedroom and fuck me: 
Subtlety is not something that comes to me when I've just woken up. Or when I'm in a pissy mood. Or both. 


That said, I'm not pissy very often. | guess my disposition is just naturally happy. But staying happy all the 
time around the freaks in my band takes a lot of hard work, so once in a while | let myself crumble. Dave, 
though, quickly cheered me up by backing me up against the wall and kissing me hard. He took hold of my cock 
and gave it a couple of quick strokes, before turning me around and steering me to the bedroom. | tried to get 
my hands in his shorts on the way there, but he swatted them out of the way. Somehow, when we arrived 


there, the boxers had disappeared. 


We hit the bed side-on, facing each other and kissing fiercely. Hands roamed bodies and heavy breathing was 
punctuated with the slick noises of our mouths sliding together. Damn, this was just what | needed. | knew | 
was supposed to be going back into the studio, and a little part of me nagged and wriggled in the back of my 
brain, telling me to stop and to go back there, get there on time and try to sort James and Lars out. But the 
other 99% was telling me to get Dave's cock in my ass, so that's what | did. 


* 


| reached my climax with a long, choked moan, and come painted Dave's chest. He wasn't too far behind, and his 


heat seared me as he dug his nails into my arms. | felt so much better. 
As | lay there in his arms, all of my thoughts came flooding back. All of the things which I'd been too angry to 
think about or pay attention to when | got home from the studio. | licked my lips and tasted salt and vodka, 


reminding me of Dave's first aid ministration. He'd been so careful, so tender, and | was too angry to enjoy it 


properly. 

‘Dave? 

Yeah, Jay?” he said softly. 
Dave, | love you: 


| honestly didn't know where that came from. It just felt so right. I'd well and truly fallen ass-over-tits for 
him. And | guess | wanted him to know. 


‘Whoa, man. That's not what | expected’ Dave mumbled into my hair, and for a second my heart dropped. ‘But 


yeah, | love you too! 


With that, he cuddled me close and softly kissed my mouth. 


And then the motherfucking phone rang. 

‘God damnit. | have to get that, Dave. Sorry. 

| extricated myself from his grip, winced as his cock slipped out of me and grabbed the phone. 
‘Jay,’ a small voice greeted me. Kirk. 

‘Hey dude, what's going on? | asked tiredly, but | was so glad that it wasn't James. 
‘You really gotta get in here. Hets lost his shit. Please: 

| sighed. 

‘Alright. I'll come in as soon as | can: 

| hung up there, and turned back to Dave. 

‘You gotta go 

| nodded. 

‘James has lost it. | wouldn't be going in except that Kirk's not handling it well: 
Dave narrowed his eyes at the mention of our guitarist, but kept his mouth shut. 


‘Sorry, Dave. He's my friend and the only one | can talk to at the moment. This band is.. | need it, just like you 
need Megadeth: 


He nodded again. 

‘Yeah, | get it. Okay. Don't let him hit you again, okay? 
‘No sir. I'll be home in one piece: 

‘Good! 


A broad grin spread across his face. | really meant what | said. A spark of defiance ignited in me, and | smiled 


too. | was going to go in there and stand up for myself. For Dave. For everything I'd worked so hard for. 


Of course, nothing of mine ever goes to plan, but I'd give it my best shot. 


Riding Out the Storm 
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| think | could feel my heart knocking around in my foot somewhere as | slowly walked toward the studio door. | 
let myself in, and the silence which met my ears was eerie. The music which usually thundered through the 
place wasn't there, and suddenly it didn't feel familiar any more. My shoes on the floor were the only noises 
which met my ears. My neck prickled with anticipation. 

But then, 


‘Jason?! 


That was Kirk, and my pulse dropped considerably. | turned around, and he emerged from the shadows. | flicked 


on the light on and he approached me, a tiny smile on his face. 
‘Hey, man. Where are the others? 

‘Somewhere, | don't know: 

| could read the fear and the hopelessness in his eyes. 


‘Is it bad?" | said softly, and he met my gaze with glittering chocolate irises. God, he has pretty eyes. Almost 
as pretty as Dave's. He nodded silently. 


‘Stay out of this, okay? | don't want you to get involved! 
Im doing my best, but.’ 

But what? 

At this, Kirk's face crumpled and his eyes fell shut, and his voice cracked 

Lars won't talk to me, Jay. | can't get through to him. lts like Cliff's accident all over again, when him and 


James walled themselves up and left me out. Except this time l'm scared I'm gonna lose you, he said in a tiny, 


shaking voice. 


‘Oh, Kirk: 


That hit me like a brick in the dick, and | didn't know what to do, so | reached out and rested a hand on his 


shoulder. 

‘Look at me, man, | spoke softly to him, my voice cracking the way it does from time to time, and he 
refocused on me. ‘This is my problem. | caused all of this shit that's going on, and I'm gonna sort it out, okay? 
And I'm not going anywhere, so don't worry about losing me: 

Kirk smiled sadly at me and breathed in deep, his small form seeming even smaller. 


‘I'm sorry, man. I'm such a pussy, he sighed dejectedly. 


‘No you're not, Kirk. Fuck, | don't know what to do. I've got myself into a lovely mess, haven't |?" | replied, my 


voice becoming bitter. 


He just nodded sadly, and for a few minutes we just kind of stood there, leaning against the wall and stewing in 
our juices. And then suddenly the heat was stifling, and my shirt was sticking to me and my busted nose was 


throbbing. 


Fuck; | swore and began pacing, realising that | hadn't actually thought this thing through. I'd hoped that I'd 


just show up and everything would sort itself out, one way or another, but obviously that was not the case. 
‘Where are they? | asked. 

‘In there, somewhere, Kirk replied flatly. 

‘They gonna come out, do you reckon?" 

‘Probably not. They're conspiring, as usual! 

‘Damn it all to hell, Kirk This isn't fair, | burst out suddenly. ‘Why are they both such dictators? 

‘| don't know, Jase. I've been asking myself since the day | joined this band: 

With a jolt, | remembered that he too was new once, just like me. He was on the outside too. He'd never be 
James or Lars, or in their little core group that steered the Met train. He and | would sit on the outside, 
forever looking longingly inward and getting so close to being let in, but never actually being granted access. 


He'd probably get closer than me, though. 


‘What do | do? Do | walk in there and say, ‘Hey fucker, I'm with Dave and there's nothing you can do? or 


what?! 


Kirk was about to speak when a door opened, and a very frustrated Bob walked through. 

‘Jason, you've arrived,' he said dryly. ‘About fucking time: 

‘Sorry, man: 

‘The guys are really fucking pissed. Don't even try reason with them. Just get in there because Lars wants to 
track his drums. Then you'd probably better get out as soon as you can. My advice is to wait for them to 
cool off before you try and sort shit: 

Kirk and | looked at each other, then at Bob, and | gulped. 


‘Go, fucking hell: Bob groaned. | dragged myself up, and slowly walked into the recording room. 


| could feel the tension snapping and popping in the air as | took my place behind my wall of foam, grateful for 


it because the guys could hardly see me. | saw Kirk in my peripheral vision, slinking over to his seat. 


The recording session went surprisingly smoothly, no words being said to me by anybody but Bob. | followed his 
advice and got right the fuck out of there as soon as Lars had had enough, and managed to escape the flames 
for the time being. | felt like the biggest pussy on the face of the earth, but | didn't see the point of getting 
into another gigantic fistfight with James tonight, the hypocritical bastard. I'd just get beaten up again and feel 
like shit about it for another week. 


| decided there was nothing else to do but to wait it out. 


My mood instantly lifted as soon as | got home and saw Dave's car in the driveway. He wasn't waiting out the 


front, and | suspected he'd let himself in via a window and was now helping himself to my food and watching tv. 


| unlocked the door and crept inside, and sure as hell, there he was; lounging on my couch, shirt on the floor, 


face illuminated by the television screen 

‘Jay, that you?" he called with a mouthful of food. 

‘Yeah, | answered from much closer than he'd obviously expected me to be. He jumped and his head whipped 
around, a look of shock on his face, but then his features softened and he smiled up at me. He had a little bit 
of pink icing at the side of his mouth. He'd obviously been eating doughnuts. 


‘Shit, you scared me, he whinged, and | laughed as | kicked off my shoes and sank down next to him. 


‘And | caught you eating my food, | mock growled at him, in a surprisingly good mood for reasons unknown to 


me. ‘The evidence is all over your face! 


‘What? Oh, shit, he laughed, crestfallen as his tongue touched the side of his mouth. 

‘No, let me get that; | interrupted his attempt to remove it with a hand on his chest, and then | leaned 
forward and licked it off myself. He wrapped his arms around me and held me there as | tried to pull away, 
joining our mouths again in a lazy, slow kiss. When we broke apart, | squirmed until | was on my side, lying 
alongside him on the couch, my nose against his shoulder. 

‘Sorry for stealing your doughnuts, he said with sincerity. 


‘Dude, | don't give a shit. What's mine is yours. You practically live here already, you can have what you want: 


That gave me an idea. One of these days I'd have to ask him if he wanted to move in or something. But not 
right now; his hands were wandering. 


But then he removed his hands, and a troubled expression came over his face, almost like he'd just 
remembered something. 


‘| forgot, | have to tell you something,’ he said in subdued tones, his brows knitted together. 


Shit. 


The Mustaine, Ellefson, Friedman and Menza Show 
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My breath got stuck somewhere in the back of my throat at his words, and | swallowed harshly. 

‘What is it? | tried to keep my sudden dread from creeping into my voice. 

Dave's fingers idly wandered down my arm. 

‘It's not too bad, he assured me. ‘It's just that, well, we're nearly done our record, and | guess that means 
we're gonna be going on tour soon; he said, his eyes not really focussed on anything but his fingers still doing 
their thing. 

‘By soon, how soon do you mean? 

‘Within a month. All the tracks are done, mastering is nearly finished, we've got artwork, everything, he 
continued. ‘The venues are booked, apparently, so we basically just need to get this thing out and then we're 
off! His voice became smaller as he finished speaking. 

| should have expected it. | knew he was still out to knock us off the top spot, but | never mentioned it when | 
was around him. | knew he was working hard, just as we were. It was bound to happen eventually. The perks of 
being with another musician, | guess. 

Oh; was all that came out. 

‘Sorry,’ he murmured. ‘But you guys will be done soon, too, won't you? We might see each other on the road: 
| could tell that he couldn't wait to get his hands on whatever we put out. Come to think of it, we were 
probably about three-quarters through the making of this crazy album. | wasn't sure how long that'd last, 
though, given our the singer was out for blood, our drummer was on a power rampage, our guitarist was 


constantly miserable and yours truly had a target painted on his forehead. 


‘Yeah, | guess. | suppose this was gonna happen eventually, being musicians and all, | intoned sadly, snuggling 


deeper into him. 


Dave sighed. We both seemed to be in rather subdued moods that night. | appreciated the fact that both of us 


were mature enough and had been in the game for long enough to not question it. Tours were of paramount 


importance. That's how we made the most money, connected with the fans, and avoided going stale cooped up 
in studios. Tours were the life of a band. And for me personally, touring let me get out and see the world; 
learn new things, meet new people, try new food and all that. And most importantly, touring gave me reason to 


keep going with the psychos in my band. Those couple hours on stage every night were my lifeblood. 
‘Guess we just gotta make the most of the time we got left: 


The sex that evening was slow and deliberate. Gone was hungry, wild-animal Dave, and in his place was careful, 
giving Dave. He paid utmost attention to my body, taking his time to make sure | was thrumming like a livewire 
before he rolled over and pulled me on top of him, sliding home easily. IT was a slow ascent, neither of us 
really bothering to push the pace, and as a result, my orgasm washed leisurely over me with a shudder. All 
the time, Dave's gaze held mine and his long fingers roamed my chest. Our mouths would brush from time to 
time, delicate open-mouthed kisses, and when he came, he shivered and sighed, resting his forehead on my 


shoulder as | leaned forward and held him close. 


My studio situation failed to improve over the next week, but neither did it get any worse. It just kind of ... 
stagnated. | swung into a routine, but it was still far from comfortable. I'd go in, do my work and then fuck 
right off again, occasionally talking to Kirk while | was there. Sometimes he came over and we watched movies 
and commiserated together (when Dave wasn't there, obviously). Bob, however, was thriving off our tension. It 
snapped and popped in the air between us when we played in the studio, and he lapped up all the anger and 
threw it into the recordings, saturating the mix with aggression. | could feel it, too, driving our music faster, 
louder, heavier. James and |, when playing, could almost tolerate each other's presence in the same room 
because of it. When the music, stopped, though, was completely different. 

| hated how neither of us had the balls to confront the other and talk shit out. More importantly, | hated the 
way that he was a grown-ass man and still, for some reason, believed that he was entitled to control my life. | 
was stuck in an awkward spot, but just praying in the back of my mind to a god who may or may not be 
there that we could hang on until we put the album out and hit the road. Then, maybe, everything would get 
better. Probably not. 


Speaking of putting out records and going on the road, Dave invited me round to his studio one day. He 
introduced me to Nick and Marty, who seemed to have a bit of a thing going on, but were really nice guys 
(and pretty fucking nice to look at, too). They didn't seem to trust me, though, glancing at me every so often 
and talking in muted tones. David was hanging around somewhere, too. 

‘Sit, come on, Dave said to me. | knew why | was there as | plonked my butt down on their ratty couch. 
Dave was flushed with pride and self-importance as he pressed play on the console. 


‘This is our record. It's called Rust in Peace and | want you to hear it! 


It struck me that this was the first time either of us had shown the other one what we were up to. He sat 


down next to me and | realised that | was thoroughly apprehensive about what | was about to hear. 
And for good fucking reason. 


The record slaughtered They could play rings around us. The technical brilliance on this album was something 
that James, Kirk, Lars and | could only dream of. We got a sniff of it on Justice but this was entirely 
transcendent. The brutality was there, in every dripping snarl of Dave's voice. | shivered as | remembered 
where else I'd heard him growling like that. 

| found my eyes drawn over to Marty as we listened to him ripping through a solo. His eyes were squinted and 
his head tilted to one side, listening and visibly keeping time by nodding. | could tell he was analysing every note 
in his head, working out whether he'd played his best. A true musician, and my respect levels for him soared. 
It was strange to look at him; he was so small and his fingers so slender that it was hard to believe that this 
.. brutality, | guess, came from him. Of course, I'd never tell Kirk, but this was streets ahead of anything he 
did. Kirk was fast - Marty was the fastest. Kirk was innovative - Marty had a whole different vibe going on 
Kirk was good, oh yeah, but Marty was the best. 

Next, | looked at Nick. | could see where the ferocity in the drums came from; his arms were lean and well- 
muscled as he smiled easily and air-drummed along. He looked really fit. What | was hearing was like a 
motherfucking machine - it was unrelenting; twisting, turning, stopping, starting, changing time signatures all 
over the place. It was really fucking good. Lars would never, ever be able to play like this. No offense to Lars, 
not that | cared at the moment. 

Listening to the bass was interesting. I'm never sure who's better; David or me. Listening to this album, 
though, made me feel like a piece of shit. He was a rock-solid foundation for the others to build their brilliance 
on; the tone absolutely slicing through the walls of guitars and giving him a real presence on the tracks. There 
was this one bit in one of the songs where he used tapping; something I'd never done before. I'd have to give it 
a try. 

And then, of course, there was Dave. Spitting out his politically-charged lyrics in his inimitable snarl, and at the 
same time smiling smugly at me from the couch. His rhythms were so much more complex than James’, they 


were almost like leads. It was brilliant, he was brilliant. My god. 
| could tell this album was going to be one of my favourites. 


More importantly, | could tell it was going to be a big one for him and for Megadeth. But would it be big 


enough? 


